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MR. JOHN STROOD 

CHAPTER I 

Since I ci?mmenced this biography many things 
have happened. It was intended to be xix^45lished 
after tne death of^nim whom I ftave here iov^ntified 
by the naiT>e of Lawrence Rivers. , Rivers, however, 
is unfortunately still alive I say ‘unfortunately’ 
adviseaiy, since the fact that he is^still living pre- 
vents me from doing complete justice to his memyiy 
under his own name. The thing could not be done 
without libelling a whole community — including his 
wife ! 

But let not the public misjudge me. I think there 
:an be little doubt that although the ill-natured may 
describe my work as a labour of sr^ite, the judicious 
will see >hat it is a labour of love. But why should 
I care? If mean minds purTuc me with thek malice, 
my 'defence will show how highly T was once 
iistcemed by the gre^t man who cannot even now 
afford to Jgnore my existence! Has not flTe single- 
heUrted friend who appreciated him most the highest 
claim to ^onoui^his* menlory ? No doubt my ene/nies 
they cc^riprise the whole ignoble army of ignc-j:»<%nt 
cri^jicsi) will ^buse me, and pretend that these pa^es 
were writteif with the clbject of gaining fl^toriety 
and exaggerating nty personal influence dver ppe pf 
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the most original minds of our time, but for this I 
am prepared. 

After this preface I Vill tell my story as simply 
as I can, leaving jnly own reputation for honesty of 
purpose to the candour ^of the future. Lawrence 
Rivers was himself at one time a lover of truth — ‘ of 
truth,’ as he s^id,^^t any price.’ I think my readei^s 
\v^ll admit that I have not feared to pay it here ! ^ 

But, Lawrence, i^ you found the world’s shield of 
dullness too thick even for your keen spear, in spite 
of high hopes and dauntless courage, uhat victory 
dare lA.p'^ct from my feebler attack? 

Somb French critic has said that England was the 
least favourable birthplace for genius, an 'Opinion the 
originality of my own talent compels me to^share. 
The soil is too cpld, the atmos[)here too grt^y, for us 
to attain fullest growth. In matters of no moment, 
in our exaggeration of trifles, we are original enough, 
but in dealing with the graver questions of the 
haLional life, as a people we have become the least 
intellectually active in Europe. There is a delicate 
quality which the keen observer misses in our life, 
and especially in <Jie air breathed by politicians, the 
abset^ce of which invites atrophy. Is it because we 
exhausted in the long stiuggle which made us great 
the spirit of self-sacrifice and noble deeds? This 
at least was the dread oppressing Lawrence Rjvers* 
before the .women succeeded in spoiling him. Once 
it was the aim of all he did and said, and of most 
that ,hl 2 wrote, to ^ stir ‘ the slbmbeVing sp^r^s in the 
fat? conscience of his countrv.’ Unluckily in 'lis note, 
cle^ar and beautiful as it w^s, thePe was' too mtict of 
the larlr^and linnet to route a people capable only 
of he^ring^he big drum. T^hus h soon became plain 
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to me who most closely watched him that Rivers 
could only become a vital force if he enjoyed the 
suf)|»^prt of my own practical mind. Of this at one 
iiipe he seemed to see the ncccs?;i^y, but a spirit of 
•mischief intervened, and atl my influence hat been 
obliterat^ed by a woman. It is this fact that makes 
the present justification of myselfjhe ©lost generous 
ever planned. * 

The weight of the dull l^ritisl^ world lay heavily 
on the House of Rivers. A swan in a grey-go^se’s 
nest wa!^ nJ5*morc out of place than young Lawrence 
in Beckstone Jkark What strange r-'»vices of 
heredTty gave the boy such a father as thcT'^Squire 
of Beckstqiic.^ I never knew Lawrence’s mother. 
She dLd when he was a child. From her he in- 
herit^id iiis beauty. A lady of njixed Irish 
Welsh aycestry, famous for her wit and loveliness, 
her untiijiely death at Verona from typhoid fever 
just before her husband commenced proceeding^ for 
divorce, spared two families what tjireatened to be 
one of ^le scandals of the period. Loid Tcrncliffc 
died ten years later, and there arc now few who 
know what sorrows or passionate temptations in- 
duced the charming and high-spifited lady to •leave 
the Surly Squire of Bccksto^e and join her love;* in 
It^l^. Whether Lawrence ever knew- them I have 
‘^l^ay/s doubted. Certainly he never s^Doke of them. 
Once, however, in the big dining-room at J?eckstone, 
wSere portraits of the Squire and his wife faced each 
other inAh« quiet light^stealing in J'rom the v^e^tern 
^sky tlir^'ugh the deep-^t stone^faced windows, “^e 
tu^jied to rUc anfl said| ‘ How could such a jjair 
possibly be •happy toge^Jier, Strood ? Lob> at my 
father’s chin and mf mouier’s eyes ! ’ 
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I followed his glance. The chin wa?5 the chin ol 
resolute dullness — -bluntand British. It was the face 
of a nTan with all he wanted without the discipiihe 
of the fight to r^c'qiiire it. The stolid aggressive 
attitude seemed to say Squire of Beckstone ! 

who the deuce arc you^? ' Then I crossed t,he room 
and studied the features of the lady. The artist — 
J^rigg, R.A. — in spite of the conventional treatment 
popular at the time, has caught something of the 
ladyis nature. The wonderful eyes still shine with 
the wistfulness of the woman’s unsatisued dream. 
That so ‘^Mch yout^iful beauty had been quenched 
sadly, swiftly, inevitably, as the wave of a scandal 
was breaking over it, called from me an f^^voluntary 
sigh. . 

/ Jt wasn’t painted for my father,’ continuet^ Rivers, 
‘ burt: for another man whose brother gave it^o me.’ 

Then he turned away and walked quickly to the 
library, leaving me wondering before his mother’s 
portrait. The ^ngers of chance sometimes open 
windows through which we glance momentadly into 
the mystery of other lives. The Squire’s dogged 
face, the wife’s w'.stful loveliness, all acquired new 
meanVng. The unseen forces of the woild are always 
working about us, moulding what is to come out of 
the results of- the years which have gone by f of 
these Lawrence was one of the subtlest prodycls. 
Outside tlie summer wind was stirring thq boughs 
of the great cedars ; I was conscious of breathing, 
an ataiosphere which had helped to mould^genera- 
tioir^ of Riverses. Here, nine hundred year^ ago, a 
Nofman king had granted, an obscure mercenavy 
soldier i^ome acres of ground, and from that dim 
tre^saction^had sprung the family of which Lawrence 
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is the last i«epresentative. I seemed to touch the 
fringe of romance. Throughout the long series ol 
viht»situdes, the confusion /of civil wars, the still 
deadlier rivalries of conflicting fcjigioiis strife, this 
family had clung to its ow^i whilst hundreds «f more 
famous /lames had been engulfed. To what peculiar 
Aptitude was this due? Must tl^ answer be sought 
in the stubborn chin of the ‘Squire of Bcckston^,’ 
or in the dazzling gifts of his so^i ? Lawrence him- 
self, I knew, had I questioned him, would ^have 
replied* ‘ r^Iitical cunning, organised selfishness, and 
the absence of conviction are the main /:.:Lises of 
family permanence. The noblest souls founded no 
families.’ # • . 

I /^all these thoughts, and the sudden sense of 
illuihiniitian accompanying them, because it was th^n 
that I 4cgan taking always mental and sometimes 
written potes with the object of writing Lawrence’s 
life. Little did I imagine then the nature of the 
vindication I should be comj^ellecJ to give tiJfe 
world!. It was Lawrence’s misfortuae to underrate 
my value when we worked together, and to disregard 
my criticism when the influence a beautiful but 
unscrup\ilous woman drove me frf>m his side ► But 
such is the rectitude of rr/y mind and my devotion 
to fruth, that no one living is capable of doing justice 
tc^ ejther of them e:>^cept myself. I am not one of 
those who, gazing into the mean pools gf^self, see a 
ISi^arcissys, but one who watches his fellowmen with 
the dauptlSss eye of a social philosopher. • . 

Once in the library at Beckstonc, as I stood bv.k)re 
tke shelves* readHig the titles of the books and 
gossiping carelessly, Rivers told me that I' j^ossessed 
a singular capacity fo^ transmitting rays receii^ed 
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from other minds and preventing them from being 
lost in space. These words deeply gratified me at 
the t5ime. May they hq accepted here as an excuse 
for the literary imperfections which the veiled natl^re 
of this biography renders inevitable. 



CHAPTER JI 

My own affairs are of importance in the present 
work so far only as they touch the interests of 
Lawrencff^Rivers, and 1 shall endeavour to obtrude 
as little as possible. The Strood family Had been 
associated as scflicitors with tlie BeckstcT^.e estates 
for three#gcncrations. My grandfather was senior 
in the firm of Strood, Muirhead and King of 
^ ’s Inn Pdclds. My father, unfortunately, 
exhibit^ed marked distaste for the one profession in 
which ^a lucrative practice had been prepared for 
him. Naturally the other partners welcomed the 
opportunity of buying him out. The sale'v^^of his 
birthrjght started him in life witfi something more 
than a competency. 

My stepmother (my mother djed when I was four 
ye&rs old) was* a lady of high spirit and strojig will ; 
my father, a man of amiei!s/le but irresolute character. 
^T) gratify his second wife’s social ambition, which,' 
tn^craving for fashionable life, surpassed her reason- 
able claims, he set up in •Mayfaif on»an income 
that aj^ most permitted solid respectability in South 
Kensington, •an ^staWishment several degrees beyond 
the range of his inelastic fortunes. 

One coKsequd^iTce of this was that I was prevented 
from renewing at Oxfird the intimacy with La^trence 
Rivers which c(imme)iced at Archester, For this 
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wasted golden opportunity, kindly and* forgiving as 
I am, I have never been able to pardon miy step- 
mother. Whilst nothing has been too good fork Jiiy 
two half-brothers Charles and Henry (we are rvo 
longer ^on speaknig terms), the second best was 
^deemed good enough for me. Indeed, had it not been 
for what my stepmother, with singular want of taste/ 
described as ‘ the patronage of the family at Beck- 
stone Park,' I might have foregone the education of 
a gentleman. But the Squire was my godfather — 
he stood for me (by proxy) at the reqif^^st of iny 
grandfatJbe£; and fourteen years later, after some 
importurriLies on the part of my stepmother, got me 
into the famous school at Archester on the foundation. 

'' Lawrence Rivers and I went to Archestcr ip> the 
same term, and it was there that I first fell urlder 
the strange fascination of his character. As unlike 
the ordinary British boy as a swallow to a sparrow, 
outside the little rebellious circle of which he was 
the natural leader, he was as misunderstood in the 
school as he afterwards became in the world. 

But for the indulgence of Dr. Smiles, young Rivers’s 
associations with the school would have been soon 
cut short. Luckily A brilliant translation into Latin 
hexameters of ^ Young Lochinvar' brought the new 
pupil under the headmaster’s notice in his first tePm'. 

' I decided,’ said the Doctor to me years afterwards', 

‘ to keep m)’ eyes on the boy, especially as I guessed 
he was one of the rare lads for whom a public school 
is supposed to be unsuited. What a foitunate thing 
it w^s that he was in my house ! ’ 

Even at this early age Rivers wai on the lookout: 
for abuses.^o reform, and for tyrannies to defy. On 
the subject of enforced gameii he addressed to Dr. 
Stnifls a^ictter which that enlightened man admitted 
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/ astonished '#him. ‘It was/ he told me, ‘the most 
convincing plea for the schoolboy right to dispose 
ol^<i:¥s own leisure ever written, and I shall always 
> regret that Mrs. Smiles, to whon>' I was rash enough 
to show it, carried it into tl%e nursery, where the maid 
used it to light the fire ! ' 

• This letter was the first eVent^ in Rivers’s career 

which I noted in writing. How greatly I regret (fbr 
I took my tone from those abq.ut me) the want of 
sympathy in the boyish comment ! ‘ Rivers ha^i the 

check to ^Vite to the headmaster to say he’s dashed 
if he’s going to play game5 if jie doesn’t want to! ’ 
A few days later, in the same little book, i come on 
the follo\^ng entry : ‘ Lawrence, is neither to bq;, 
Sj^ck(^l nor whacked. Fellows rather sick.’ These 
words aj" least prove how strong!}^ the opinion of the 
school v;as opposed to the champion of its liberties. 

Luckijy for his future reputation, the headmaster 
was capable of making the necessary allowance for 
so exceptional a case. Dr. Smiles invited )>oung 
Rivers into his study, where the inte.rview had the 
result which the school least expected. 

‘ I perceived,’ said the Doctor tcj. me in later years, 
‘that I had to deal with a bo>' ill-suited >o the 
enforced discipline of the nets, so I sacrificed the 
n&t?, though the whole school was against me.’ 

•^.^nd the school ^^ent in for cricket with renewed 
ferocity in consequence,’ I rcp*Iied. ‘ It v^ils the only 
.year we^eat Dugly ! ’ 

The Doctor* sipped 'his port, ghanced at me qcross 
the table, and said : ‘ S^rood ! although you weren’t 
o^fr^brillian-t as rf’ boy, you never missed what was 
going on. * Do you happen to know what Sear 
Rivers said at the ^ime?J’ *' « 

• ^ ‘ I can’t recall his actual words/ 1 answered, ‘ ^u1 
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they were to the effect that even the most hide- 
bound prejudices may be shrivelled up in the fire 
of Reason — for at that ^time “ Reason ” with a big 
R was the shripe at which Rivers worshipped.’ 
The Doctor’s large scholastic face showed faint 
traces of annoyance, for he believed that^ he and 
Archester had ‘ formed ’ Rivers. The good mart 
ifiight as well have tried to form a cloud ! 

‘ Whatever men may say of you, Strood,’ returned 
the ^leadmaster, ‘ they can’t call you a flatterer. But 
I had hoped Rivers did me greater justice/ 

‘Certainly you had his respect, sir. He always 
said no 'one was better fitted than yourself to ad- 
minister an obsolete and dull system of education. 
An observation in which a very subtle comp\knent 
is embodied.’ o 

‘.Is it indeed, Strood? I’m glad you cf^n See it, 
because I can’t. I wish 1 could have donc.fnore for 
Rivers, but when he left Archester and went to 
Oxfbl'd he got ^nto clumsier hands than mine, and 
with deplorabje results. He was unlucky too, in 
his father. If he had been in my place, the tough 
old Squire told m^, h^ would have caned his son to 
the cricket nets ! No wonder they didn’t get on.’ 

But it is unnecessary for me to tell the story of 
Lawrence Rivers’s schooldays. In the first place, it 
could not be done without seriqusly reflecting ori .my 
old schoof SLS an institution for training the youth of 
the upper classes, nor, in the second places without, 
‘disre^p^bet to the^late headmaster, who is himself 
de>¥oting his leisure to a, little book in which, 
under the title of Arche^ter Days, an account 
wilf be given of his relations with a pupil whose 
talpnt^ he ffatters himself h^first ^perceived 1 In that 
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Strange po«m, ‘ Caged Spirits/ published in Rivers's 
first pook of verse, the boy s school impressions are 
reVfaled. That tlie place ^stimulated him little and 
annoyed him much is made deaf, jDut in spite of this, 
Rivers looked back on hi^^'schooldays withoc^t bitter- 
ness, aUhough more or less in conflict with its con-j 
*ventions throughout fhe five y^ar^ that he spent 
within its solemn grey walls. ’ 

Once, when I reminded him |iow deeply indebted 
English public life was to our great schools fpr the 
culture, «^lf-rcstraint, and sanity imbibed at these 
liberal sources, he laughed and^said, ' Lociitus est bos I 
Spoken like a true Archestrian, Stiood ! Certainly 
let us do^ionour to the school /or teaching us the 
sort of dullness ! Was it not at Archester that 
yofi learned to prefer what you iT^istakc for manper* 
to mind? O solid product of a sound educational 
system# that helped to make cricket a science and 
literature ridiculous, what would our enlightened and 
polished society be without you ! ^Certainly, ^trodd, 
we ar^ ungrateful wretches ! At* Archester we 
learned to be prigs without knowing it. Archester 
spared us the anguish of seei^jg ourselves as we 
really are. What greater achi^tvement can 'we ask 
of it than that ? Thanks to Archester, we have ^ 
&rTven out nature and substituted “ tone,” Strood, and 
Ir^w how to appraise .ne solemn British trifles at 
J^heir local market value.’ . * 

The> Lawrence glanced at me with ^he little 
gligt wbrnh *shone in his eye^ whenever' lie was 
annoyed, for in moments of irritation he did* not 
•s^are even me iHby accident I exhibited any excess 
of that British self-complacency of which he was so 
jntolerant. 



C,HAPTER III 

Of Rivers’s singular career at the University I was 
only , indirectly a witness. Having never enjoyed 
the advantages which I believe the anci^r‘’t seats of 
learning offer to an intelligent and ambitious youth, 
I am perTiaps unable to fully appreciate the nature 
pf my friend’s offence. When he ‘ wcMt up’ (I 
believe that is the correct phrase), the misiyjde^- 
standing with his father — the character of ^vhich I 
have endeavoured to explain in the proper place, so 
far as it seems explicable — had already com;Tienced. 
Lawrence’s respect for his mother’s memory was 
touching in its warmth. This feeling, rather than 
resentment at any vulgar departure from thp paths 
of rectitude on his father’s side, hardened his heart. 
Still, on the whole, ^young Rivers seems to have been 
happy^enough at the University. Certainly his last 
term there was full of the 'joys of battle.’ 

He was guilty of 'a blazing indiscretion,’ if^w'c 
measure him by the standard applied to the averag*^ 
undergraduate who regulates his life with an eye to 
his future advancement, but, on the other h(ind, his 
generqu§ audacity^ in the case oUSir* Lduis Finck 
showed that he regarded no .sacrifice too great when 
a moral principle was at stake. V ^ ^ 0^%^ 

Sir Louis had built and endowed the excellent 
college* on file Huddleston^. HiHs that bears 
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name. In consequence of this and, it was whispered 
at the time, of gentle pressure from an exalted 
quainter, it was decided to bestow an honorary 
degree on this public benefactor., 

It was held in the City ^^.t the time, however, that 
the University was a little indiscreet in its selection 
of such a candidate. -As a financier, Sir Louis’s 
methods were open to criticism. This the most 
superficial examination of the ^methods which he 
employed to attain wealth strongly suggests. 

The ‘ F.,‘?.-sy Loan and Secret Advance Association ’ 
of which he was the inventor, combined an ingenious 
system of pawnb'roking with unlimited us\iry. It is 
true that Sir Louis had no connection with it when 
dialings became a public scandal, but it had been 
the chief’source of his income up to the hour of his 
withdrajfVcil. Then there was the ‘ Matador Meat 
Juice Company,’ from which, for some obscure reason, 
he received ;^20,000 before retiring from the managing 
directorship. The company still exists, but I would 
willingly sell my five hundred oht^-pound shares 
at half-a-crown if I could find a purchaser ! The 
‘ Beagle Brand Powder,’ of which Sir Lewis was the 
actifel though not the nominal proprietor, n(X,doubt 
doe^ nearly all advertisement claims for it. It 
rCnToves stains from silks and most other fabrics, 
efc^ns brass-work ^nd restores paint, and is ‘ in- 
valuable ’ in families unpractised in Vhe uses of the 
dinner-ijapkin. Sir Louis bought the patent rights 
for ^250 cflf Hermann •Koolcr, the inventor, who died 
in poverty in Islington last winter. How many 
t^^sands Sir L|)uis made out of ‘ Beagle Brand ’ 
the governing board of his school (which includes 
tjie Dean of Rive|-s’s c|d college) are perhaps i^ a 
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position to say. But of this I am certain : before 
Rivers commenced his agitation against the con- 
ferring of an honorary degree on Sir Louis Finck, 
he had become acquainted with the unpublished side 
of that able man’s career. 

^ ‘At Oxford I only did one thing of which I’m 
proud,’ Rivers said to me. > I prevented the Uni- 
versity from bestowing an honorary cap and gown 
on a rogue.’ 

In ^ days when names on company prospectuses 
carried more prestige than they now e^qnfer, the 
Squire of Beckstone was not too proud to make a 
financial use of his.* Moreover, ne was carefully 
iprotected by his lawyers as well as assisted by a 
certain bucolic craft which steered him clcjy* ^of 
^ serious risks. Sir Louis Finck had met the eider 

' f * 

Rivi^rs at a public dinner, and had found little 
diflficulty ill winning the Squire’s favour. The re- 
sult of this was that the name ‘ Lawrence Nelson 
1^’vers of Beckstone Park ’ decorated the prospectus 
of the ‘ Beagle Brand Powder Company, Limited,’ 
which first exploited that ingenious stain-eraser. 

Sir Louis Pdnek and his affairs would have had 
no inter^est for Lawrence Rivers, had it not been for 
the woman whose influence perhaps deflected fibm 
its natural course the earlier part of the youtig 
man’s career. At the age of twenty Lawrence fe^l 
passionately in *iove with Diana Leighton. 

Mrs. Leighton’s brother, Plenry Read, wa^ senior 
scholar ’at Lawrence’s college, anfd it* wa’s through 
him th*at they first met. Read was son of a Captain 
Read who, having abandoned the Army for the Stock 
Exchange, had in a few years got rid of nearly all 
his^ capital. •Captain Read 'attributed his financial 
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misfortunes 4;o the 'Matador Meat Juice Com- 
pany/ into which he declares Finck tempted him 
just* before he (Finck) ‘ wrecked the whole co5icern 
rhy^ plundering it to the exfent of ^;^20,ooo.’ I am 
quoting the indignant officers words and^>cannot 
vouch for their accuracy. Captain Read’s only 
daughter, Diana, was wife of WiHiam Leighton, a 
man of considerable wealth — one of the great bank- 
ing Leightons, I believe, although that much re- 
spected firm were not anxious to advertise the 
connectior??especially after bi/ing their relation out. 
The marriage was an unhappy one. Leighton’s wife 
said he w^as impeVfcctly sane, his enemies described 
him as ‘a^brutc.’ I only saw I^eighton once. It^ 
^t a race-meeting. He w^as a big burly man 
with*duy heavy eyes, clean-shaven red cheeks, and 
loose thipk lips. He was driving a smart four-in- 
hand on^ which were perched thiee rowdy young 
men and four over-dressed and over-rouged ladies, 
the most flamboyant of whom, Asphodclla or Dellc; 
St. Claij-e, was reported to be doing her utmost 
to console him for the wife from whom he was 
separated. In fact, Bill Leighton-^-he was known in 
every- bar between Ih'ccadilly and| Charing C^ss as 
‘Bilf’— was disreputable. He cared less for the 
opinion of society than for the approval of the bar- 
TeJiders and betting^ men, who (justly, I believe) 
respected him for his sporting ‘^hrew'dness. ’ ' Bill’ 
was a sejirt of hero with the public which takes its 
culture froi^n certain pink sporting-papers — aVeputa- 
tion which amply recopipensed him for the loss of 
his^ family’s estetjn and his wife’s affection. The 
world naturally wondered why Mrs. Leighton *did 
ncK seek that complete»|freedom from her hqsbaijd 
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that his conduct suggested was so casijy attainable. 
On this I can throw no light. Delicacy naturally 
forbade me questioning Lawrence, but I €ay 

(I trust without offence* since I am desirous, aboj^e 
all, to be impartial) tha^ it was rumoured in Bill 
Leighton's circle that there were certain obstacles 
against this course, anci that Bill, referring to this 
incomplete shattering’ of his domestic happiness, 
had once been heard to say, ‘Diana will let sleeping 
dogs lie. She ’s no fool ! ’ There may have been 
another reason. The Leightons had cf daughter, 
and it is possible this ill-matched couple may have 
avoided file divorce court out of" consideration for 
the child. 

It was Diana Leighton’s influence which sjar^-^d 
Lawrence Rivers on his agitation against Sir Liouis 
Finck. 

‘ The public and, I trust, the University,’ said Rivers, 
‘only knew Sir Louis through the Finck College on 
the Huddlestone Hills. I determined to let them 
see him as lie is revealed by the “ Easy Loan 
Association ” and “ Matador Meat Juice.” ’ 

Young Read and Lawrence Rivers in the long 
vacatLn went to Switzerland together, where they 
were joined by Mrs. Leighton, her maid, and Kttle 
girl. The lady was eight years Lawrence’s setiior, 
but she was apparently as dee^ply attracted by^ t!ie 
wonderful*'you1:h as*hfe was by her. The scattered 
fragments of Rivers’s diary which I was permitted 
to see ttirow a strong light on th^ datige^'ous world 
the inspired undergraduate ^nd beautiful woman of 
the world tried to enter together, j , ^ 

‘ The first time I saw Diana Leighton,’ *Rivers Sr|Lid, 
for he*concealed nothing frfpm ipe when the mood 
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was on him„‘ stands out as the most vivid moment 
of my life. She was walking across a green moun- 
tain tmeadow from the hotel. Her brother and I 
w^ere coming up from the Valley to join her. The 
, whole thing comes back Jo me with a ha«h ; the 
background of pineclad mountains, the foam of the 
waterfall seen throuf^h •the break of the trees, the 
blue sky covered with movinff islands of white cloud, 
and the centre of this world, so remote from the 
vulgar confusion of human existence, this lively 
lady. Sh^ was carrying he hat in her hand ; the 
sun shone on her hair, and the summer light floated 
in iTcr wonderful *cyes. She smiled down on us, I 
remember-*-an unforgetable smilejull of that strangg 
which no poet ever inlcrju^eled — and when 
Rea^ said, “Let me introduce my^friend, Lawrence 
Rivers,’’^! was struck with a sort of dumb ama.z*e- 
ment. It was one of those rare moments when the 
spirit rises to its fullest joy but knows it not because 
the greedy body claims its own material share.’ • 
hrom^this ecstasy Lawrence apparently hurried 
swiftly to intimate relations with the lady. They 
were six weeks together in Switzerland. He became 
her knight-errant, and prepared yo slay dragons to 
win his dear lady’s favour. His attack on Sir Louis 
Fmc^ was his first exploit. At this point Captain 
*R#ad’s influence made itself felt. Now the Captain 
was a man of the world who,lia^ing*beeft knocked 
down and trampled on in the struggle to ^et rich, 
was ^nursing h!s brtiises and feeding his angry and 
jealous soul on the bitte^* herbs of humiliation. Read 
h^cj ^two hatredsj He hated his son-in-law Bill 
Le^hton, and I am afraid that if he could have 
dr/pped rat’s-bane,into|Sir Louis Findk’s whisl^ 
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and potash, he would not have hesitat<td to commit 
the crime. It may be that he saw in Lawrence 
Rivers a means for gratifying both his passions. -As 
heir to Bcckstone J^ark, Lawrence was at least an 
attractive son-in-law. It may be that Captain Read, 
seeing the lad’s passion for his daughter, contem- 
plated some matrimonial readjustments. There is 
reason to believe that Leighton — ‘ Bully Bill,’ his 
father-in-law used to call him -was approached on 
the subject, and that he replied, ‘Not my game, 
Gov’norl who breaks, pays, you know.’ L^ut if there 
were such^ subterranean negotiations, they led to 
nothing. 

j Captain Read joined the party with vhe view, I 
suspect, of safeguarding his daughter’s interest^<^.^^^ 
failure on the Stock Exchange may yet be a c^*afty 
ma/U of the world. Young Rivers represented a 
side of social life naturally much respected by Mrs. 
Leighton’s father. Certainly he made no effort to 
conceal his feelings from the young man. He de- 
plored his daughter’s unhappy marriage, ab^used his 
son-in-law, cursed the man to whose financial strata- 
gems he attributed his ruin, till he became in the 
inexperienced ey^s of Rivers the victim of a cruel 
wrong. Behind this spur was the lady’s ^oice. 
Young Read admitted that his sister had maprri^d 
that ‘ beast Leighton ’ to escape the poverty which, 
after his father’s bankruptcy, descended on his family. 
Thus by a simple process of reasoning cofnmon to 
lovers,* Lawrence Rivers could •attribute the loss of 

• c « 

the woman he otherwise might have married to the 
company - promoting craft of her father’s eijemy. 
At* the same time Rivers learneo with the test of 
t^e v^orld that this eminernt financial authority 
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enthusiast ’nn the cause of education, on whom the 
honour of knighthood had just been conferred, was 
oife^of the illustrious men whom the University had 
^elected for special honour/ I mpet.Rivers in London 
just before he returned tm college. He wSs full of 
indignation and contempt. The Old Railey, he said, 
was the only British institution Jit tp do justice to 
the founder of the Finck College. Something must 
be done to prevent the University from disgracing 
itself. 

With Jfliis object Riven set to work at once. 
Assisted by Captain Read’s knjawledge Sir Louis 
Finck’s methods of business, but far more by his 
own extraordinary capacity for lu^astering the details 
subject in which he was interested, young 
Rivers undertook to prove that the successful financier 
was a person to whom no self-respecting body ol 
men coyld do honour. Whether he was temperate 
in his conduct or sufficiently respectful towards those 
placed in authority over him, is a (question on wdiicfi 
critics ^J^ill continue to differ, but of the effectiveness 
of the agitation of which Rivers was the driving 
force there can be no douUt. the work of a 

rebellious undergraduate it has ntver been equalled 
Unfortunately, neither at the University nor beyond 
ite ^alls was justice done to the purity of his 
nfoyves. The agitation was for the most part re- 
garded as a great joke, and tlie achieveih^nt classed 
in the popular imagination with that of ‘The Man 
who broke^the Bank at Monte Ca^lo.’ 



CHAPTirR IV 

t 

All this time I -.had been a dec[)Iy interested 
spectator of the events which involved the interests 
of the House of Rivers, from my chair at* a junior 
clerk in th^ (d'hce of the WAys and Means Depart- 
ment. In this branch of the Administration a 
r.omination (due tc the Squire of l^eckstohe), accom- 
panied by a searching examination in tlie 
branches of a libe»*al education (including the Higher 
Ma'chematicsj, had secured me a place. Jh.it think 
of the contrast ! Whilst I was adding up columns 
of figures, or drafting official letters all in the same 
odious phraseolog\% young Rivers was leading an 
agitation which filled the papers with his name, and 
disturbed the solemn complacency of an ancient 
seat of learning 

Rivers commenced by adopting the metnods 
common to extra-university politics. He first 'put 
the case before as many kindred spirits as the 
colleges, the c^lubs,^ and debajing societies could* 
produce. .Supported by idle and mischievous under- 
graduates whose chief delight is to vex all those set 
in academic authority over them, tlies^ formed a 
considerable band, and included earnest freshmen 
of radical views. A meeting out o^l^ college was hejd, 
at which the following motion was passed : ‘ T^is 
meetirfg is of opinion that/ in spite of the collt^^e 
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which he has built and endowed, Sir Louis Finch’s 
repuj^ation as a financier totally unfits him for the 
honour with which it is alleged this University intends 
to reward him. It further desires and empowers 
Mr. Lawrence Rivers to Uring this view before the 
proper ^authorities with the object of avoiding 
public scandal.’ • 

It chanced at this time tliat I had already had 
some frail connection with jourryilism. A man in our 
office, Horace Dabbs, acted as a sort of dra»matic 
critic for jRie St. SicpJicns herald — an evening journal 
in its brief day accounted of im[)ortan^c by young 
men who earned their living in Government offices, 
and even fty tlieir seniors more or* less in touch witfi 
Jh-ii^ighcr official world beyond. 

T«hc /eport of this meeting struck Harold Syrne, 
the editpr, as 'good copy.’ An undergraduate agita- 
tion waj a novelty, and the Herald was in search 
of a new sensation. Syme, moreover, had lost money 
in the ‘Matador Meat Juice Company,’ and hte 
nature ^ as not forgiving. He not onl^,^ printed a full 
account of the meeting, including the indictment of 
Sir Louis’s financial method^; co^itained in Rivers’s 
spee*ch, but further supported it hy a sarcasrtl: lead- 
ing Article entitled, ‘ In all Days of our Wealth.’ 

•Scirred by this a Radical organ of opinion of wide 
circulation, much dreaded by officials on account 
of its skill as a grievance hunter, sent a •reporter to 
interview young Rivers, who expressed hijnself in 
fearless terTns— veifturing, howevej*, to hope*that the 
University authorities, were sinning rather through 
i^Q^rance than ijialevolcnce, and that they might 
evan yet recognise their blunder by rejecting their 
nj/worthy candidate before becoming* con>plet^y 
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compromised ! This gibe stung. The d'^ns stiffened 
their backs, and decided to damp down the agita- 
tion niider the weight of an Olympian silence. The 
excitement now was great. The Ajax of St. Bede’s 
was der}’i'ng the lightning ! An undergraduate had 
oitted himself against the Powers 1 The results of 
the interview betw/^en Rivers and the head of his 
college were awaited with breathless interest. It 
was inconclusive. ^ 

Dr., Roache not only refused to discuss Sir 
Louis’s fitness for university honours, but reminded 
the young .fpan that it was for him to accept the 
rules of his college, and not to worry the already 
greatly overtaxed authorities into revoking its 
decisions by a rebellious and unseemly agitat;ir'’^. 
‘ I trust, Mr. Rivers,’ he added, 'that we may hear 
no more of this nonsense, for it would be a, matter 
of regret if a taste for mischief cut short yqur con- 
nection with the University. So far we have taken 
the most lenient view we can. I trust you will not 
compel me to^ send you down to think o'^er my 
advice.’ 

But for such a polic}^ as this it was now too laic. 
The h(yie-and-cornfir undergraduate meeting which 
otherwise the dons might have dealt with as an 
ordinary exhibition of youthful mischief, had been 
magnified into a question invol\yng moral principles 
by the intervention of the sensational papers. Per- 
ceiving this, Rivers, for the moment, accepted the 
rebuk^ in silence — ;it was, he toId*me, easier to carry 
on the agitation in college — and wrote his ‘ Open 
Letter to Sir Louis Phnek.’ Thijj masterpiece pf 
irony — urging the financier to have 'no dealings w(th 
an^instkutiod endowed with such inadequate respe T 
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for wealth, jind to reject with scorn its valueless 
degre^es — was signed ‘ L. R.,’ and published in the 
SU Stephens Herald. Read all ovei the University 
with amusement, its authDrship jvas of course no 
secret. Moreover, it ch^iiiced at this tPTie that 
another side of Lawrence RiveisS mind had made 
itself manifest. • ^ 

The Three K'lngdoms' Reviciv, then at the heiglit 
of its fame under the edito|-ship of Maeshane, 
published a very beautiful poem signed ‘ R.,’ 

entitled ‘.^he Mountain Side,’ and dedicated to 
‘ D. L.’ As a rule the publication of a poem makes 
no more stn than*the fall of a Teaf ‘ The Mountain 
Side,’ howtivci, was praised by the most revered ^f 
Ji'^4jg writers, who, in a Utter addiesscd to Maeshane 
askkig for the author’s name, dcclpied that no one 
but a r^al lover and a true poet could attain hgiich 
lyrical ^jeight. Maeshane supiilied the name, Law- 
rence leceived a charming note fiom the old poet, 
of whom we then all spoke as ‘ The Master.’ Thi« 
note, deeply to Rivers’s annoyance, /ound its way 
into tlic newspapers Shown in confidence to a few 
of his intimate friends, it was^copicd by Cecil Dabbs 
(nei^hew of the* man in my ofher^, and by I'mn sold 
to cf newspaper 

•l^ie following paragraph, found by me among 
Ri^^crs’s papers, is the only press-cutting that he 
seems to have pieseivcd. ‘ It*is*iiot *a liftle singular 
that the initials “ L R.” attached to the verses so 
warmly pfais^d hf the oldest of our livirl^ poets, 
should be those of My. Lawrence Rivers, the under- 
ra^luate aj: St. Eede s College, Oxford, responsible 
“ An open letter to Sir Louis Finck,” ill the 
Stephens Heraid, Our readers, especiaHy thpse 
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who study our “ University Intelligence^’ will not be 
surprised to hear that they identify one and the 
samernan.’ « 

Among the littje, group of men at the University 
interested in modern literature, the poem published 
in Maeshane’s review (Maeshane was a former Fellow 
of Bruce College) had been much admired. WheUj 
tlrerefore, it became kbown that the moving spirit 

in the Anti-Finck agitation was the author of it, 

*. 

Rivers for a short time was a man of even greater 
note than Byles the Triple Blue, llis ped^ait was 
exhibited in the shop windows and purchased by 
admiring freshmen to* send to their ’sisters. 

^Meanwhile, hovyever, the successful * financier 
around whose personality the controversy raged .had 
not been idle. He began by appealing to Rivers 
senior, whom the rumour of this agitation had not 
reached. The Squire was several tliousand pounds 
richer than he would have been had not Sir Louis 
pjaced him on the directorate of the ‘ Beagle Brand 
Powder,’ and afterwards bought out his interests at 
their enhanced value. In consequence of these 
business relations he held Sir Louis in high esteem 
as a ngan of character and sterling honesty v/ith 
whom he had interchanged hospitalities. When, 
therefore, he heard of his son’s attack on his fricind 
his wrath was great. His first step— he was ija 
London at #the *Lime— ’^as to send for me. I called 
at his hotel. 

‘ What)* do you know of all this tcAn foolery,” 
Strood*?’ he asked 'grimly. He looked burlier than 
ever. Anger added a shade of truculence to the 
heavkiess of his face. On the table before him lay 
an open^ letter, several marked copjes of newspapen)^ 
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and the nurjiber of Macshane’s review containing 
Lawrence's poem. Apparently some one had col- 
lec^ecf for him this evidence for his son’s convic*tion. 

‘ Only what I have seC|n in ,thc papers, sir,’ I 
replied respectfully. ^ 

‘ Did you know he had been put on to this by a 
woman— a woman separ^itcd from her husband — with 
whom the young fool has got*entangled ? ’ ^ 

'Of course, sir,’ I replied, with some hesitation, 
‘ 1 knew Lawrence entertained feelings of respect 
for Mrs. Liighton.’ 

‘ Respect be damned, Strood ! ’ retorted the Squire. 
' Nfte sort of res^>ect ! 1 ’d ra1:hcr see liim sitting 

with her on a bench in Hyde Park on Sunday with 
his arm round her waist ! It would be less indecent 
than, making love to her in rhyme in a magazine 
and then writing to the papers to say how cleve^rly 
he has done it ! ’ 

The Squire was interpreting the facts as so much 
food for his wrath. In such moods he was beyond 
reach of argument, so, saying notllin^^, I looked as 
intelligently sympathetic as 1 could. 

' But that ’s not the worst,’ he went on. ‘ Fellows 
who •scribble pcTetry always get ^nto a mes^,. with 
loos® women, but what the deuce docs he mean by 
going out of his way to attack a man to whom I 
aq| under obligations?’ 

'ftedid it from the* highest iTidTives* sir,* I replied 
firmly. 

‘ The highest motives, Strood ! ’ returned the 
Squire, pushing the idea away wit*h a contempluous 
wag of his stubbor^i chin. ' His confounded motives 
w^ll/get him fined for libel ! I ’ve just heard from 
Sijf Louis Finck, who says it’s only his regfyd for 
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me that prevents him bringing an action for slander. 
He tells me, too, that the stupid fellow has been 
made., a tool of by a gang of unscrupulous black- 
mailers. I Ve received ^ letter to the same effect 
from Laavrencc’s college futor, who points out that, 
if the 3 ^oung idiot persists in defying the authorities, 
he'll be sent down for good^' If Lawrence mistakes 
this sort of thing for gfory, I don’t.’ 

Here the Squire looked at me. As I could not 
afford to quarrel with him I replied, ‘ Naturally 
not.’ 

Then he bluntly told me why he wanted me. 

‘You know,’ he said, ‘that LaWrence and I are 
s^carcely on spcaki.ng terms. If I see him now he’s 
sure to say something damned impudent. I ^ant 
you to give him a warning. You ’re supposed to be 
his, friend.’ 

‘ I trust [ am, sir,’ I re[)lied. 

‘ In that case you ’ll help him to see things as 
they are,’ he resumed. 

‘How do you wish him to see them ’ J asked 
boldly. 

‘You mean, what do I want him to do? Well, 
you nvkist make l^im clearly understand that if he 
runs after that young woman and insists on* his 
attacks on Sir Louis Finck, I ’ll stop his allowance 
and leave him to go to the devil at his own pace.’ f» 

But und^r tlic wScfhife’s anger I now perceived that 
a certain sense of malevolent satisfaction was lurk- 
ing, anti guessed that events tc5 sonfe (Extent were 
running in the direction of ,his wishes. Of this I 
was convinced Mrs. Dalzell was Ahe cause. This 
lad;^, the wife of the late Mrs. Rivers’s cousin, Vail 
become an 'almost permanent guest at Becksto^je 
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Park, where Jier presence gave rise to scandal of 

the usual sort. A handsome woman of thirty-five, 

her •influence over ‘ her cousin,’ as she called, the 

£(^uire, was of the kind ih^^t evep innocent women 

doubt. ‘ The Squire,’ said th^ neighbourhood, ' would 

marry the lady if he could ! ’ Unluckily, Mr. Berners 

Dalzell, the husband — an aflmmic but able little 

engineer employed by a firm in the United States — 

stood in the way, but without a|3parently objecting 

to his wife brightening the Squire’s lonely hearth 

with her ^tractive presence. Personally, I liked 

Mrs. Dalzell, whose cheerfulness and tact added a 

cham which the bfg house badly needed. Even had 

I been Lawrence, I might, I think, Jiave accepted her 

with^esignation, but young Rivers tolerated nothing 

which his high spirit disapproved ; whenever, therefore, 

Mrs. Dalzfjll was staying at l^cckstonc (she was always 

accompai^ied by her niece), the young man was to 

be found in rooms in London. Ilis manner to his 

father and his alleged cousin was perfectly respectful,! 

but his nv^thods were less reassuring, anrj Mrs. Dalzell 

has more than once expressed to me how deeply she 

felt Lawrence’s avoidance of Jicr. This, then, was 

now the situatioiV Behind each o^’the Riversis was 

♦ 

a woftian, and when we study their conduct we must 
mapktf allowances for this imponderable influence on 
bo|E Conscious of this, therefore, I determined to 
proceed with caution, and havrn^*" doi?e nfy best to 
soothe the Squire, started early next day to convey 
his message*to*his j?on. I do not deny thaf I felt 
a certain pride in beipg sent on such a defleate 
mission, nor^ could I help accepting it as a compli- 
m^ix both to the strength of my understanding and 
thfrdelicacy of my diplomacy. * • _ 



28 


MR. JOHN STROOD 

‘ Of course,’ said my godfather \vho>n I left him, 
‘ you ’ll say nothing of this business to your step- 
mo tber.’ < 

‘Certainly not’ I replied. 

Then he gave me a J:en-pound note to pay my 
expenses. 



CHAliTER V 

* • • 

I ARRlvr:i) at Oxford early in the afternoon, and 
took a hansom for St. Bede’s, leaving- my bag at 
‘ The Cro/,ficr ’ on the wa} . I had never been to 
Oxford in term-time before, and as I ^approached 
the%cnerable waifs of St. Bede’s, I was struck by 
the number of youths in pumps wjio not only frecl}^ 
displjiyed themselves in the narrow way leading to 
its piaecincts, but even dared to invade the smarter 
proprietic^s of tile ncighbouiing High Street. Bccaiyse 
of this ‘foot-wear’ (why 1 cannot tell), I at once 
recognised these yr)ung men to be undergraduates. 
The seven-and-sixpenny pump is ill suited to the < 
rigours an Oxfoid spring; it assorts ;!! with tweed 
or flannel clothes of sporting cut and pattern ; it defies 
the gothic suggestions of a cap-and-gown, but enjoys 
certa?n laffish associations with casinos and mightly 
dissipations— in .‘-hort, it has something of the char- 
acj^eiV)f a badge, and represents a shadowy ideal of 
‘ li^/ I may be wroin^ — the critic outside the magic 
circle generally is, and the universities fiavc^mysteries 
whicli the uninitiated cannot hope to penetrate — but 
1 could noL ITelp chinking, as I passed into the 
quadrangle of St. Bede’^s, that I had faintly realised 
something of the meaning of the undergraduates^ 
di^vr^Aion to the quickly-donned, pointed-toed, f^ail 
piece of patent-leather worn by the youths who 
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glanced at me with that air of aloof superiority with 
which the elect regard those unadmitted to the 
secret. 

It was a cold spring^day; the east wind chased 
heavy masses of cloucj across the sky ; an icy 
draught followed me up the dark staircase leading 
to Lawrence’s rooms. I knocked ; his familiar voice 
cried ‘ Come in ! ’ 

I entered a low-roofed, dark-panelled room. The 
danping fire was reflected in the shining oak. Before 
the blaze sat a )'oung man warming his feet and 
reading a paper. Rivers, who was seated at a 
table covered with a litter of papers, sprang up 
.^o welcome me. 

‘John ! ’ he exclaimed. ‘ You ’re the man IJeast 
expected.’ 

.He shook me by the hand warmly. His, eyes were 
brighter and, if possible, more eager than ^ever ; his 
wonderful face fuller of intense life. 

‘ I ’ve come to sec you on business,’ I answered. 
At the signal the young man with the newspaper 
slowly rose to his feet. He was a tall, square- 
shouldered youth, red;haircd and freckled. A look 
of mLchicf lurked in the corner of his eyc§ and 
mouth. • 

‘ I ’ll be off then,’ he said. ‘ Remember, Rivers, 
it’s all arranged. I’ve distributed seventy-fiyef of 
these thirrgs.’ ' 

He glanced at the table, where I saw a pile of 
small ^square cards marked at thti fop ‘ A.F.A.’ 
Whilst Lawrence accompanied the red-haired man 
to the door, I ventured to take one up and read 
th6 following : ‘ A.F.A. The Quad, St. B\d5’s 
V.S.G.’ 
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I heard Lawrence say, ‘ Don’t let tliem make 
fools of themselves, Quiney.’ 

The other replied, ‘ Trust me.’ • 

, Then the door closed. Lawrente stepped back 
ih*theroom. ^ '' 

‘What mystery is brewing?’ I asked, holding the 
card in my hand. ‘ Wha^ does A.F.A. stand for?’ 

‘ Anti-Finck Agitation,’ he replied. 

‘AndV.S.?’ 

‘ The Verbum Sap is a sort of club. Better known 
as “ A Wqjd to the Wise Club.” Quiney, who has 
just gone out, got it up. It is supposed to look 
afte^r the interests of undergraduates. It is a ridicu- 
lous concern. Oxford is a big nursery managed b\% 
clumpy nurses. Quiney pretends his club is one of 
the perambulators.’ 

‘But \^hat has the club to do with the Fintk 
agitations ? ’ I asked. ‘ That is serious enough surely.’ 

‘ As serious as anything here ever is, John,’ he 
answered. ‘ Quiney is an ally — a compromising 
one perl-^ps, but of use in making ao impression. 
But, John, what brings you here? ’ 

‘ This Finck business,’ I answ,ered. ‘ I ’ve a message 
from your father.' ^ 

At*this point my eyes wandered across the room 
to 4th? photograph on the mantelpiece guarded on 
ea(^h side by shafts of pale daffodils. I knew it 
was ?drs. Leighton. * *•••%' 

He followed my eyes, and as he often did, gjiessed 
my thoughts'? * • 

‘Diana is here now, ’die said. ‘Tell me what my 
father wants of me.’ 

•A( this I seemed to see fresh troubles. 

‘You won’t be rash, Lawrence, will yoif ? ’ I wrged^ 
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remembering my duties as a diplomatist. ‘ He 
means well — your father does — even though he is 
autocratic.’ 

Rivers laughed, 

‘I kfiow what he senj: you to say, John. Don’t 
spare me. Nothing matters now. 1 ’m beyond all 
the clumsy arrows.’ 

I was struck by the strange ring in his voice. 
His blue eyes looked extraordinarily happy. The 
phrase, I know, is excessive, but his face seemed 
transfigured by the swee[) of the cmotio^i. Then I 
realised th'^t if ever a man was in love Lawrence 

• i 

Rivers was. In spite of, or rather in consequence 
*^)f this conviction 1 felt I must keep to the unemo- 
tional world in which we lived in the Way,Sr- and 
Means Department. 

“‘Your father sent for me yesterday, Lawrence,’ I 
said. ‘Sir Louis Finck had written to sayThat only 
his respect for the Squire prevented him from pro- 
secuting you.’ 

‘ Well 7 ’ returned Rivers, watching me. i 

‘Then he went on to say,’ I replied, losing my 
diplomatic tact under eyes which had a strange 
power* of dragging the crude truth from men, ‘that 
he feared you were under the influence of a woman. 
I replied that you were acting from the highest 
motives. This, I ’m sorry to say, he brushed £iside. 
Finally, Yie instructed me to tell you that if you 
don’t , break with Mrs. Leighton — please forgive my 
bluntness, Lawrence — and cease attacking Sir Louis 
Finck, he will stop your allowance and forbid you 
his house.’ 

‘To my surprise my message left Rivers unmW'ed. 
. ‘ I was vJaiting for this,’ he said. ‘ Tell my father 
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he 's the last njan in the world whom I expect to do 
justice to my motives.’ 

‘ My *dear Lawrence,’ I protested, ‘ how can I ?i 
^ ‘1 leave you to choose the word^s,’ he went on. 

‘ We could scarcely be fartlfer apart than we arc. 
What has happened has given him the opportunity 
he wanted. When we talL of tnflucnces, we mustn’t 
forget those behind him. BeCctusc you have a most* 
amiable desire to patch up a qu^arrcl, John, don’t 
pretend not to see the truth ’ 

‘ If/ said fy ‘ you mean Mns. Dalzcll, I think you ’re 
wrong.’ 

‘Wrong, am I ? ’ Tie replied. ‘Vilial piety forbids 
me sounding those depths ! ’ ^ ^ 

Remembering my own stepmother, I answered 
his logk with a feeble nod. 

‘ This is how the matter stands between me and 
my father, John. He has sent you as the bearer of 
terms which he knows I can’t accept. The stratagem 
is one constantly practised in our unhappy politics. - 
It’s equally useful in embittering fflmUy quarrels. 
This ancient form of craft’s horribly human. 
Cannibals probably used it in their bargains as 
the fir? 5 t step towtirds a festival wifh cooking»pots. 
Surely* my father’s real purpose of ridding himself 
of me j^resents itself to your mind ? ’ 

H^e smiled slightly, for, of course, it had. 

‘But that’s no reasoS, LawrenCe,^vh^ yo%i should 
permit yourself to be checkmated by it/ I replied. 

‘ Why not senid me back to him with the diplotnatic 
answer that turneth away wrath ? ’ * 

‘You mean temporise, John? That’s the world’s 
plafi. But remember this isn’t a question of tiffe 
market-places. There are precious things beyond 
• C ** 
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reach of human bar^^ainings. I can’t ^ay more. The 
things of the heart are degraded by our muddy prose.’ 

‘«8ut if he cuts off supplies?’ I urged, glancing 
once more irn^oluntarily towards Mrs. Leighton’^ 
portrait. 

‘Well, then, he must cut them off and we must 
find other ways,’ he ahswe^'ed. 

‘ Fortunately the estate ’s entailed/ I said. 

Riv^ers made no rcpl}'. A grave-toned clock 
struck the hour. II is thoughts were elsewhere. 

‘ I have an engagement,’ he said suddenly. ‘Come 
too, John. I will introduce you. She has heard 
of you.’ 

He left me for a moment and returned in cap and 
gown. There was something in hi^ manner hard to 
describe, lie seemed cut off from things about him 
in dreams of his own. Rivers could not live in the 
breathless pastures where John Strood was placidly 
battening. The fire within him made my own faint 
glimmer of practical sense invisible. What advice 
could I givo such a man? And so he swept me 
along in spite of myself. 

‘ Come,’ he said, ‘ we’re late.’ 

Then he hurried me across the quadrangle; down 
the High Street, where the little groups of strolling 
gownsmen glanced after us curiously, to the Ilnrling- 
ham Hotel, where Mrs. Leighton received us in. her 
private roonn 

‘ Diana,’ exclaimed Lawrence, when he had 
introduced me, ‘John has brought*’ the message I 
expected.’ 

Mrs. Leighton shook hands and looked at me 
behind a smile of singular charm. No marll ei/er 
yet succeeded in making another realise a woman’s 
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beauty by tryi^ig to describe it. Photography, that 
misses the light of the nature within, only dirqly 
suggiiests it ; the brush of genius itself rarely reacihes 
ij:s truth. Mrs. Leighton s featufc^ were straight 
^anfJ perfect ; her eyes, blue ^n some lights, grey in 
'others, had the power of diffusing a sense of serenity 
about her. Busy, bustling people, who chatter 
volubly, relaxed their tircsotne tension in her* 
presence. Contrasted to Lawrence’s fire she seemed 
a luminous cloud — an illusion the bright chestnut 
hair cluster^g about her forehead deepened. Few 
lovelier women ever inspired a poet. As I stood 
bet\^^cn them, conscious of a strange glow half of 
wonder, half of unselfish apprehensjon, I knew that# 
they were living in a world where the standards set 
by th^ Ways and Means Deparhnent had no 
meaning — the world in which Dido died and 
Guinevere sinned. And yet in spite of this spell — 

I hate the language of exaggeration, but have no 
other word for it — 1 still remembered that Mrs. 
Leighton ;^as also an adventurous womr^n separated 
from a contemptible husband, and Rivers an eccentric 
undergraduate, in the eyes of. the world about to 
make a fool of hiifiself, ^ • 

I stood in the whirl wondering wTiat would come 
of it, ifnd as I wondered, it Hashed in on me that 
I was intended to be the chronicler. 

‘ fias Gerald been?’ asked LawrehccT • 

‘Yes,’ she answered; ‘he will be back sooff. I 
want you to tctlk*with 4iim. He keeps on sayihg he 
can afford no risks ! ’ , 

Gerald, I knew, was her brother, senior scholar at 
St.iBede’s — a careful youth terrified, I inferred, eft 
their fiery pace. • 
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For a moment, standing side by ^side near the 
fir/^, they talked together in low voices, scarcely 
conscious of my presence. The understan^ding 
between them ,,w^s complete. Suddenly the door 
opened ; a bhick-liaired' young man with bright e^es 
shining behind spectacles entered the room. As he 
glanced from them t'o me, his manner was anxious, 
and I guessed that he was the brother. 

Lawrence introduced us. I was, he said, bearer 
of ^ parental ultimatum. Mrs. Leighton smiled ; 
Read’s face became graver still. g 

After a few words Rivers and Read left the room, 
and I was alone with Mrs. Leighton. 

‘ My brother perald,^ she said in explanation of 
their departure, ‘ is worrying himself. He fears we 
are jeopardising his career.’ 
t ‘At college?’ I asked — for I began timidly. 

‘ And afterwards,’ she added. 

‘ That depends what happens,’ I observed ; 

‘ although what can happen beyond Lawrence being 
expelled I ^an't see.’ 

This, of course, was untrue, for the direction in 
which these two w,erc rushing might tempt the 
inter. ention of ^r. Bill Leighton; but l was feeling 
my way. 

Here her candour ceased and mine began. ^ 

‘ It 's only a threat, then ? ’ she said. 

‘What, on the Squire’s side? Oh no,* Mrs. 
Leigl^ton ; he’s in earnest. If Lawrence doesn’t 
surrender he ’ll cut him off froni everything he 
can.’ , 

‘ How he must hate Lawrence ! ’ said she. 

* ‘ He can’t understand him. Few do,’ I replied^j 

‘ Do yo& ? ’ she asked. 
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‘ I am beginning to.’ I said this with meaning, 
but hey eyes never wavered. ‘ He is a poet,’ I w^nt 
on, ‘Vhose talent I respect.’ 

• ^ut she broke in with a laugh. * • ^ 

‘ “ Whose talent you respect,” Mr. Strood 1 Law- 
rence Rivers is a man with whom any man ought 
to be pleased to ride the \^hirlwjnd necessary.’ 

‘ He’s more likely to find a woman to share that 
dangerous feat,’ I answered. • 

^You’re on his father’s si^^e, I see,’ she returned 
quietly. • 

‘ I^’m not,’ I said^ ‘ 1 love La.wrence.'* But what 
will he do if he ’s cut off supplies. The Squire ’s 
quite a manageable t)Tant, and I ‘wish you would * 
use your influence with Lawrence and give me a 
chanc5 of mending the breach betwee^n them,’ 

‘ You kr^w how the trouble began between them ?* 
she answered. 

‘ There was always trouble between them. They 
never shared a thought in common I know, of 
course, wtfen the real quarrel — or rather the Squire’s 
side of it — began. But Lawrence should remember 
that hjs father nyght have mtirrie^^ again (we all 
expected he would) and make allowances.’ 

At tjiis she looked at me with surprise in her 
eyes* 

‘ Yofcur advice,’ she s?jd, Hsn’t lijc^.th^ advice one 
expects from a young man, Mr, Strood.’ 

•‘I’m about^t^je same age as Lawrence, a^fd, I 
trust, in spite of my years, something of a man. of 
the world.’ * 

‘ The phrase terrifies me,’ she answered. ‘ Th^ 
kingdom of the man of the world sprang jut of the 
Jares sown by the Evil One.’ 
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The phrase startled me. It was {^ure Lawrence 
Rtvers. I perceived how profoundly the ‘woman 
mu*st be under the sway of the youth ! 

‘But what adsUcr cap I take back to his father/’ 

I continued. ‘ You ’r»2 his friend, I know, Mrs.^ 
Leighton.’ 

Here she inter-'upt,ed me. 

‘ His friend? I see you doubt it, Mr. Strood.’ 

'No,’ I protested; ‘but in certain cases there’s 
nothing so difficult as friendship. Forgive me for 
saying so, IMrs. Leighton. There’s that poem, you 
know, “ The Mountain Side,” which everybody ’s 
talking about. Lawrence has been so advertised 
that the name 6f the Uidy coupled with his must 
suffer.’ 

I was astonished at my own courage. Perhaps I 
tvas spurred on by the prospect of my meeting with 
the Squire. 

‘What did his father say to the poem?’ she 
asked, to parry, I imagine, my last thrust. 

‘He called it indecent,’ I answered blifntly, ‘ and 
tried to persuade himself that Lawrence wrote to 
the papers to <^laim' the authorship. I never told 
Lawrence that.^ It would only make him more 
bitter with his father, so please keep it a secret. He 
knows who ‘ D. L.’ i.s — Sir Louis Finck has made 
that clear. Sti^h stupid as it* all is, we must r^ixem- 
ber that, in the Squire’s eyes, poetry is as ridiculous 
as a*fonccrt on the Jew’s harp.’ ^ , 

‘.You are satirical, Mr. i?trood/ she answered, 
colouring. * 

^ ‘ No, Mrs. Leighton, I ’m not ; I ’m candid. I only 
want you^to see things as they are, or rather as ttiey 
present themselves to old Mr. Rivers and a good 
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many other ditll people too. Dullness has its rights, 
just as, genius has. I wish we could get Lawre|;^ce 
to s^*e that.’ • 

• ‘Now I know why that drcadtul.old man chose 
fou as his messenger,’ she s^tid. • 

Rut I did not flinch. 

‘He sent me because* I ’vc* knc^wii Lawrence all 
my life. If, in my zeal, I ’ve been clumsy and rude,* 
Mrs. Leighton, please forgive me.’^ 

‘I’m to understand, then, that you have tjeen 
bullying nfe for my good,’ she answered. ‘ The 
messenger is wortl^^ — well, woithy of tl^e confidence 
reposed in him ! ’ 

This stung me to a bolder attack. 

^ ‘Don’t misunderstand me, please, Mis. Leighton,’ 

I sakl. ‘ Remember I ’m on Lawrence’s side, not 
his fathegs, and that’s why I can’t bear to see him 
courting disaster the moment we are all beginning 
to expect great things.’ 

‘That’s what my brother Gerald says, only he’s 
thinking*of himself and a fellowship fUt St. Bede’s. 
But who first recognised Lawrence’s talent?’ 

She looked at me almost triumphantly. 

‘ Perhaps you did,’ I said ; ‘youjnay have 4ielped 
to inSjjire it. If you are generous you will help to 
save it for him. In this country the man who begins 
by^c^efying conventions can’t hope to succeed. The 
row up here over the Finck business doe^i’t matter, 
even if it ends in Lawrence being expelled.^ The 
public like to see Ajax defying the lightning when 
his cause is an honest ©ne. But, on the other hand, 
the hero of a social scandal — even if he ’s a Lancelot 
-l-has never any chance with them.’ * 

She rose from her chair by the firt?, pale and 



40 


MR. JOHN STROOD 

agitated, and stood leaning against tke mantelpiece 
locking at me. 

‘ Haven’t you given your message to the wrong 
one?’ she asked a^t last. • 

' I Vcf' given it to you^or rather the worst side of 
it — because 1 daren’t give it to Lawrence. He’s — 
he’s — how can I puf it?— well, he’s been carried 
away. 

The door open^nl, the man himself entered the 
roogi. It was now almost dark. The lamps had 
not been lit, but the firelight shone on hdr beautiful 
face. 

‘ What has John told you?’ he asked, looking at 
her intently. 

She laughed — this time quite naturally. 

‘ Mr. Strood ],ias made me feel, as Lady Macbeth 
niight have felt, T she had consulted the witches 
instead of sending her husband.’ 

‘ We’\'c been all over the business which brought 
me here,’ I interposed, a little apprehensively. 

^ I ’vc beeri to'rmenting Mr, Strood with questions, 
but couldn’t penetrate his amiable reticence. Please 
ring the bell, and we ’ll have tea.’ 

I obeyed, a lit^e proud of ni)' gallant effort 6n the 
side of the virtues. * 

Ladies have since told me that Mrs. I-eighton 
must have been one of those immodest women v^^l^se 
motives men aloneTail to sec through. I can only 
say tl^at this idea never occurred to me, nor can I, 
even kt this distance, apply 'to htr^ conduct the 
measure which, at least outw?.rdly, helps to maintain 
the domestie ourity of the shop-parlour. 



CITAJL^Tl^R yi 

I WAS too excited to have an iy^petite for dinner — 
even in Hall. Above the odours of roast beaf and 
sortievvhaf imperfectly boiled cabbai:^e which floated 
round the heads of the diners, mingJing with the 
srhell of fried soles from the High Table, I seemed 
conscious of something more foripidable in suspense. 
From the walls of the noble Refectory ancient college 
dig»itarics looked down on us, supported, here and 
there, by portraits of modern Tcdcans more or less 
known to fame. A distinguished early Victorian 
judge squared his burly shoulders under his wig 
next to the frail poet whom St. Bede’s honoured 
after hvs death. St. Bede’s is proud of its pictures, 
and treasured for many years a portrait by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds without recognising that master’s 
hand until the ^discovery was maje by the <?ieaners. 
I stfll recall my impressions — the clatter of knives 
and Torks, the hum of conversation under the noble 
rejp^, the lines of young faces, but, above all, the solid 
peace of the place, and what l^f^t l3re\fing to dis- 
turb, if on^ for a moment, this venerabie self- 
complacerxy. * TheAVhat Has Been and the What 
Might Be seemed to sny imagination jostling above 
the lines of feeding gownsmen. I remember, too 
i|pcalling memories of ' Mr. Verdant Green ’ to resfore 
my confidence in myself ; but, because I hcive nc 
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taste for flippancy, finding no comfort therein. 
WhUe Lawrence Rivers was talking and laughing 
in high spirits, I thought of Romeo wondering «at 
his own buoyancy bf. fore his tragic fate — misgivings 
Quiney, file red-haired I^'esident of ‘The Word to 
the Wise Club/ increased ivhen I overheard him 
whisper to his neighbour, ‘Alas! regardless of their 
fate the little victims play!’ a remark which drew 
from the other thg, to me, inappropriate reply — 
‘ You, should sec my mask ! ’ 

‘They haven’t the slightest idea of thet “ rag ” in 
store for ’em^ murmured Quincy, glancing towards 
the High Table. 

‘Has he?’ asked the neighbour, after slaking his 
thirst in a noble silver tankard, and looking through 
Quiney and me iij^ the direction of Rivers. « 

•Not in its true dimensions,’ returned Qui/iey. 

Here the two undergraduates exchanged meaning 
grins which, on my detecting, perhaps with a dis- 
approving eye, Quiney politely hoped I wasn’t bored 
with Oxford.. After this he turned the conversation 
to the Ways and Means Department, where an 
uncle of his once discharged the onerous duties ol 
Chief Clerk. H^s relative was, he informed* me 
‘ rather a prig, but with a fine taste in port w^?ne I ’ 
I replied slightly on the defensive, that it was c|uKe 
as easy to bccojme a^^rig outside, an argument w^ii^h 
he accepted with the qualification, ‘ only so long as 
a fellcttv had enough to eat 1 ’ Rrig^ishness, he 
maintained, was a moral eruption common to the 
well-fed and over-educated classes. 

When dinner was over, I accompanied Lawrence 
to his rooms where the conspirators were to assemblr 
Their plans Vere obscure to me. ‘ I won’t tell you 
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John/ said Rawrencc. ‘You would feel tempted to 
give good advice, and I 'm not in the mood for it.’ 

‘ What do you expect me to do then ? ’ I ask*ied. 
p ‘ Nothing. Then you will have ^;he satisfaction of 
telling us how foolish we f{ave been afterwards.’ 

A number of young men, Ouiney among them^^ 
had now assembled. *111 the i^eighbouring rooms 
there was also much hurrying to and fro. Lawrence"^ 
windows looked on the great qu«idrangle. The night 
was dark and cloudy, but I could see groups gather- 
ing befoiti the various doorways evidently preparing 
a demonstration.^ ^ 

I guessed, too, from the whispers about me, that 
there existed other means boith of ingress and 
egress than those recognised by the doorkeeper of 
St. l^ede’s; by the latter, the daring intruders from 
other c(?lleges hoped to escape. Mr. Quiney and* his 
myrmidons, I inferred, had taken their precautions, 
both protective and aggressive. 

Whilst I was still gathering ^hese impressions^ 
growing every minute more conscious that the air 
was thick with undergraduate mischief, suddenly 
Oumey reappeared and said;' Rivers ! we ’re ready.’ 

Then I.awrcnce and the four five satellites who 
hac4 attached themselves to him, and who seemed 
rfiost in earnest, left the room and hurried to the 
(jiwidranglc. 1 follo^ved. • • 

Tn the centre of the quadrangle, dimly lighted by 
the gleams^ from the distant gas-lamps, a orowd of 
about a hundred undergraduates Ipd quietly collected. 
From the windows l^ss daring spirits were looking 
on. When they saw Rivers, some one shouted ‘ Three 
theers for the Great Man’ — the nickname whi^ 
followed him from school — and then, wliile the 



44 


MR. JOHN ST5100D 


throng shouted, Lawrence sprang on ’a chair and 
tried'^to address the meeting. 

I rfow began to see that the majority had come 
to the meeting tor' something more exciting than 
speech-making. Some on*' shouted in a melodramatic 
yoke, ‘ Friends I deeds, not words ! ’ Another cried, 
‘ Let ’em have it hot, G/eat Man ! ’ 

Rivers held up his hand for silence, whilst serious 
men cried ‘ Order I border ! ’ dlien amid the horse- 
play and confusion I heard him say tliat the obstinacy 
and vanity of the authorities had driven them to 
protest withiiT the very walls of *St. Ikde’s, where 
men ‘worshipped wealth even more passionately 
than in any other 'centres of bigotry where incense 
was offered to Finck and his fellows.’ 

‘ Stick that down, reporter ! ’ cried a voice. ‘ Good 
old' Hogsback!’ shouted another — the opprobrious 
nickname identified an unpoj)ular Don — then a 
cracker exploded — and, as at a given signal, suddenly 
*the men covered , their faces with grotescjue masks, 
and the little fiot was in full swing. 

For this puerile exhibition Rivers, I know, was 
unprepared. Aftyr an** effort to restore order he 
gave up the atten^^pt, and stood watching the pro- 
ceedings with amusement, heedless of what was in 
store for him. The earnest men (without masks) 
however still sl^oiUe^J ‘ Order ! , order ! ’ but no (Mre 
heeded them in the uproar following the raising of 
a big lirten placard on two poles, on wjiiii'h appeared 
the foljowing inscription : — 

‘ Celebration of the Finck Carnival ! 

^Apotheosis of Sir Louis after the cleansing fires ! ’ 

Then; the thickest part of the throng separating, 
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I beheld, tiec) in a chair, a neatly constructed figure 
in cap and gown. 

i;All hail, Finck 1 ’ yelled a voice. 

Then came a little spurt of flar^e from the guy, 
►nnd an organised howl — the war-cry, I learnt after- 
wards, of ‘The Word to the Wise Club’ — a yell 
imported from a Far- Western -collc^gc by an American" 
student and used now at St. Rede s for the first timo^ 
The fire hissed and leapt round the combustible 
figure, the glow lit up the venerable walls of the 
college ; » band of masked undergraduates, seizing 
hands, proceeded to execute round the now blazing 
guy a dance as gfotesque as their fancy and panto- 
mime masks [jcrmitted. 

But the uproar was now so great — an uproar 
con.^tantly increased by the banging of crackers and 
squibs — that I began to feel a certain personal 
anxiety. 1 knew nothing of the system of enforcing 
discipline practised at our scats of learning, nor 
what their powers might be over an intruding 
stranger,. Moreover, I was absent i*rom my office on 
the plea of urgent family affairs. There were, I 
knew, mysterious guardians of the University peace, 
known as Proefors and Bull-dogs, Vho might at any 
moment descend on the riotous crowd and possibly, 
at|:er*arresting, might report me to the Chief Clerk 
at the Ways and Means Department for impudent 
participation in a vulgar riot. itld^inVhile, however, 
the explosive heart of the guy had been touched — 
and the F^inck effigy was expiring in a s\^ries of 
startling bangs which, scattering burning fragments 
across the quadrangle, gave dramatic finish to the 
closing scene. 

Suddenly there was a warning shout, ^followed by 

i 
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a rush ; the throng scattered in the direction each 
thoij^ght safest ; there was much whooping behind 
masl^s ; a gentleman, in spectacles and cap and 
gown, suddenly iistonishcd me by demanding — 

‘ Name and college, sir ! ’ 

Whilst I was hurriedly ^explaining who I was and 
why I was there, the guy expired in a flutter of 
’raping crackers. 

‘ I ’m afraid your friend has done for himself,’ said 
the agent of college discipline after listening with 
some interest to my perhaps over-elaborat^ explana- 
tion. Then he left me and proceeded to take the 

L ^ ^ 

names of a couple of belated maskers from another 
college who had^ found escape by back exits 
impossible. 

Meanwhile Rivers had been requested to call on the 
Dqan to-morrow to hear that gentleman’s decision. 

‘You will be able to report to my father what has 
happened,’ he said. 

I wished him good-night and withdrew, prepared 
for the worsp /\t the foot of his staircase I met 
Gerald Read returning from spending the evening 
with Professor Rumbl^, the famous authority on 
Babylonian Numbers. 

‘ You were not there,’ I observed. * 

* At that ridiculous “ rag,”’ he replied. ‘ Certairdy 
not’ 

He seemed uneasy. 

‘ Wh^at will happen ? ’ I asked. 

‘ To Rivers ? ’ he asked. ‘ He has hc'M'his warning, 
and vtdll have to go.’ 

We were about to separate when, after some 
h'=^::.itation, he turned to me suddenly and askei^, 
‘ What. shall you tell his father, Mr. Strood ? ’ 
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'I’m not Jiure/ I replied. ‘Not more than I’m 
obliged.’ 

'•You’ll keep my sister’s name out of it if^Tyou 
can ? ’ 

r' ' Of course,’ I said. ^ 

'Rivers is so headstrong,’ he went on, 'and my 
sister so unconventional that th^y arc sure to be 
misunderstood. It puts me in* an awkward position 
up here.’ ^ 

Then, in an effort to be consolatory, I madp an 
awkward jpecch. ‘Lawrence,’ I said, ‘is so young. 
There can be nothing serio is in it.’ 

‘ In what ? ’ he a^ked. 

‘ In — well, in this -eh — business between them. I 
even ventured to s])eak about it to your sister.’ 

‘ \Vhat did she say ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Nothing that I can repeat to you.’ , 

‘Good God, man!’ he exclaimed. ‘You don’t 
mean they ’re both bent on making a serious scandal 
of it?’ 

I now felt the necessity of plain -speal^ing. 

‘ It’s best,’ I said, ‘ to be candid, though the subject 
is a painful one to you. Youi^ sister has the greatest 
influence over Reivers. The future 'of both expends 
how ehe exerts it. As the bearer of an ultimatum 
frcgii Lawrence’s father I told her this, and I ’m con- 
vinced that she fully understands the risks.’ 

.bead’s face looked f)alc in the rfio'SnLght. 

‘Risks!’ he exclaimed, ‘what does she ca^e for 
risks? She on^ly thinks of herself and the "excite- 
ment of the moment. .Good night ! ’ 

He left me, and I found my way back to ' The 
Crozier,’ where, in the smoking-room, I heard mueb,. 
inaccurate gossip on the subject of the ‘rag’ at 
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St. Bede’s. The view taken was that Rivers would be 
‘ hopfed out’ at once. ‘The fellow has got mixed 
up \ :ith a woman,’ said a red-faced pipe-smoker, 
who had succeeded in carrying into middle life the 
pert beafing of the undergraduate. ‘ She has followed 
him up here, and can’t let him alone. She ’s sister 
to a scholar at Si. Bedb’s.’ 

- ‘ Pretty rough on ‘ the scholai ! ’ said another 

smoker. 

No wonder poor Read was worried ! 



By ten o’clock next morning knew the worst. 
The spirit of mischief at St. Bede’s had been n>ore 
rampant efen than 1 supposed. Two unpopular 
Dons had been ‘ screwed ’ in their roorru', and it was 
deemed necessary ^ to make an example.’ Moreover, 
Rivers had already been warned, kn the picturesque 
language of the undergraduates, he was peremptorily 
‘lioofe^i out.’ Thus ended Lawrence’s connection 
with St. j^ede’s which, but for the unjustifiable 
candidature of Sir Louis Finck, might have been 
honourable to both. To assume that Riveras in 
opposing this was bent on seeking vulgar notoriety, 
as his enemies have done, is too base a oalumny for 
me to attempt to refute. Throughout his conduct 
was purely disinterested. As •an agitator, however 
injudicious his methods, their result >Jas satisfactory. 
A full ‘account of the burning of Finck’s effigy in 
the quadrangle of St. Bede’s appeared in the London 
pape^r§. It was followed by ‘a dignifigd letter’ on 
the part of Sir Louis, declining to accept th& honour 
which the University still desired to bestow i»pon 
him. This closeS the controversy. 

In later years I heard the Master of St. Bede’s 
(who was on the sick list at a foreign watering-place 
at tlje time), declare that, had he been in residence,' 
Rivers would not have been sacrificed. 
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After his interview with the authorities, Lawrence 
ca'nie to me at ‘The Crozier' and told me what had 
happened. It was decided that he should accompany 
me to London at^ once, and stay with me till som^^ 
arrangement could be ipade with his father. ^ , 

I was living in rooms between Oxford Street and 
Bryanston Square. When I became a clerk in the 
Ways and Means Department my father’s wife 
decided that it \\jould be ‘ pleasanter for me to feel 
myself entirely independent.’ With this view she 
found the uncheerful apartments, and ev'en added to 
their comfort- by bestowing on me two tough horse- 
hair armchairs which, for the last ten years, had 
been collecting dust in a lumber-room. Whilst I 
was ‘ feeling my feet ’ as a Civil Service clerk, she 
further permitted my father to allow me a year* 
as a sort of solatium for being debarred the run of 
his house, but on the understanding that the allow- 
ance ceased whenever my salary touched £ 2^0 a 
year. 

I am ashamed to obtrude these domestic details 
on the public, but it is necessary, in order that my 
relations with my friend may not be misinterpreted. 
It will now be seen that if he wanted funds that I 
was not in a position to supply them. Now in money 
matters Rivers, unlike his father, was extraordinarily 
generous, but I fear I must add exceedingly careless. 
How far the consciousness that he was heir to the 
inct-easing revenues of an entailed estate may have 
accounted for this indifference I am unable to say, 
but when he arrived in London I discovered, to my 
dismay, that he had only a few shillings in his 
pocket, and ‘ nothing at the bank ! ’ What a position 
for 'the heir to Beckstone Park, and the youthful 
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poet whose 4 yrics had called forth a Laureate’s 
praises ! ^ * 

‘The most notable thin^ about my Oxford canreer,’ 
•Rivers used to say, ‘ was the cndiijg •)f it.’ 

•• When his fate became known, ‘ The Word to the 
Wise Club ’ determined to ^ivc him an honourable 
‘send-off’; of this the# adroit #ind mischievous 
Quincy, whom no thunders of tfie Dons ever reached, 
was the chief organiser. Having^ received the hint, 
I took my bag to the ancient portals guarding*the 
quadrangles* of St. Bede’s, \diere a number of under- 
graduates had asseijibled. ^ • 

Here I found Rivers expostulating with Quiney, 
whilst dozens of undergraduates ,in hansoms took 
up their stations behind that in which my friend and 
I were about to drive to the station. ^ 

‘ But, njy dear Quiney,’ Lawrence was saying, 
‘ it ’s so ridiculous.’ 

To which the other replied : ‘ My dear Rivers, you 
are no doubt a poet, but you are also a public man 
sacrificed in a good cause. As citizens it is our 
duty to honour you.’ 

Finally we drove to the stak'on, the first of a long 
string* of cabs. In one of these sa^a daring^youth 
playir^ the Marseillaise on a neat but noisy barrel- 
org^n borrowed for the purpose. The demonstra- 
tion ^as ridiculous, but it amused thq^e responsible 
for it, and, as Quiney pointed out, ‘ took ofT*the sting 
of defeat’ ^ • 

The railway Suthorkies, recognising the dramatic 
interests of the moment* reserved us a compartment. 
Our friends, gathering round a window, called for 
a sj)eech, to which Rivers bluntly replied ‘Nonsense! "' 
At this Quiney, mounting on the carriage-step, •said: 
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‘ Gentlemen ! this is no time for ‘‘ rotting.'’ The 
mt)ment is historic. Lawrence Rivers has this 
day'tlighted a fire in the University which even^ the 
foolish horse-prtay of freshmen shall not put out. 
The champion of our rights is starting on a nevvi 
career, he is followed by our warmest wishes. Let 
him also be en-ouraged by our least discordant 
acclamations.' 

At this he raised his hand, and, for the second 
tin>e, I heard the ‘war-cry' of the Club, which bore 
distinct resemblance to the agitated cihmour of a 
panic- strickc*-' cock grouse. 

Then Lawrence looked from the window and 
laughed ; a voice cried, ‘ Good-bye, old fellow, St. 
33ede’s won’t forget you ! ’ the engine snorted ; doors 
slammed ; the train rolled out of the station. - 

And this was the last that Rivers saw of Oxford. 

I remember little of our conversation. I remarked 
that in the excitement of the day I had omitted to 
say good-bye to Mrs. Leighton. 

‘ She wcH^t up to London by a morning train,’ he 
replied. Then he looked at me intently a moment 
and said, ‘ Diana is grateful to you for your good 
advic(i, John.’ ' 

Then, to cut short further conversation, he opened 
a French book which lay on the seat beside kim, 
and began tp read quietly whilst I sat wondering 
what woi51d happen. I could not afford to quarrel 
withethe Squire, and I loved and honoured his son. 
Clearfy, therefore, it was bot?h my ^uty, and would 
be lo my advantage, to avert? the threatened breach 
between them. But how was it to be done — 
especially with a woman in each of the hostile 
camps ? *As I look back now, I cannot help 
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regretting immaturity. Had I then possessed 
th/^ knowledge of the world which ten years later I 
acquired, the future course of my friend’s life rfli^ht 
•have been directed into lawful cJiaAnels where his 
•high aims might have reape^i a nobler harvest. But 
the hand of destiny was against him. Passion 
enthralled him, and the crop w^s a/tragic growth. 

I ought, no dou^)t, on arriving in London, to have 
taken counsel with my father. •Unfortunately he 
was incapable of acting without the support of* his 
wife, and -T was determin A that my stepmother’s 
interference should^not complicate th^ crisis. On 
arriving in London, therefore, we went straight to 
my rooms, where Lawrence was •allotted by Mrs. 
(iroom a square dark bedchamber on the top floor, 
overlctoking a leprous growth of dingy chimney-pots 
and the yard of a noisy mews. Then our landlad;^ 
supplied us with a cheerless meal of hot roast 
mutton, followed by a pale and eggless rice pudding 
which we ate in silence, till the ans\4^er to the tele- 
gram, despatched by Lawrence from Paddington 
Station, dispelled the shadow of his doubts. It 
summoned him tg Kensingtort whei^, in a flat near 
the High Street, Mrs. Leighton w^g living.^ She 
had foyowed him to Oxford : she had preceded him 
to London. 

I jooked at him, as |jc flushed wi^h^leasure over 
the sheet of pale pink paper, and said, with some 
reproach in my voice, ‘ Lawrence ! I ’m going t® see 
your father. What sh&ll I tell him^’ 

He reflected a momSnt. Probably the question 
of money glimmered dimly before his mind, but the 
telegram had lifted him above such cares. ‘ You 
must make,’ he answered, " the best bargain you can. 
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I ’m afraid I can scarcely expect you ’'co teach your 
godfather the elementary duties of a parent. Ho 
has^Hiow before him evidence of my revolt and 
defeat. ^ What* he was waiting for has happened.' 
The only point between^us now to be settled is that' * 
of ways and means. The experience you have 
gained in your ofJ/ce^ Johm, in this should be of use 
to me. You might point out to him that life cannot 
be permanently supported on the sum of thirty 
shillings, nor can I perpetually claim your charit- 
able hospitality. You won’t mind me hurrying 
away ? ’ 

' When will you be back ? ’ 

‘Say at eleven o’clock,’ 

Then suddenly his manner changed. Possibly hi< 
quick eyes saw^ a flicker of anno>^ance in mj? own, 
Taking me by the arm and shaking it affectionately 
to and fro, he said warmly, * My dear fellow! don’t 
think me ungrateful, but I want all your indulgence, 
for my heart ’s Jio full of happiness that there’s room 
in it for nothing else. Don’t ask me for explanations 
— come to any conclusion you think reasonable — but 
don’t try to stop me ! 

My* annoyance vanished. The man was so fear- 
lessly and radiantly in love ; so incapable of 
descending from the sun-flushed mountain tops !* 

‘Ask Mrs. to lend you a latch-key,’ h.s^id. 

‘ I ’ll do my best with the Squire.’ 

Then he left me. * 

• • 

I^had written, to Mr. Rivers (who was staying in 
town, as he said, to sec me, b*ut, I suspected, also for 
other reasons of his own) to tell him I would call. 
When I arrived at the hotel, somewhat to my em- 
barrassment I di.scovered in his private room Mrs. 
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Dalzell and her niece Miss Field in fullest evening 
d^ess.» They received me affably. The Squire was 
about to take them to the play, followed by sq,p 4 )er. 

I put on my best smile, and said I ♦vvouldn’t detain 
him a moment. * 

‘You come, of course, rfbout this sad business, 
Mr. Strood,’ observed M/s. Dalze^li. ‘ These family* 
misunderstandings are so painiul.’ 

‘ I only hope we may be abl^ to remove them, 
Mrs. Dalzell,’ I replied. 

‘ 1 hope.^o too! Such c' brilliant young man, isn’t 
he, Lena ? ’ ^ ^ ^ 

‘Brilliant? extraordinarily,’ Miss Field assented, 

‘ but very impracticable.’ 

Miss Field was a tough-looking young lady with 
barCf muscular arms acquired in tjie hockey-field. 
Beside h^r aunt, rich in the second blooms of the 
ripening thirties, she left on the beholder an im- 
pression of gauntness and want of physical finish. 

The Squire appeared, the ladies withdrew. 

‘ I ’m taking ’em to the play and thc^ isn’t much 
time,’ said he. ‘ What does the young fool say?’ 

Then I told him what .had happened. That 
Lawfcnce sent no definite answet but hof)ed, on 
the question of an allowance, his Tather would act 
indulgently. 

J^he Scjuire grunted. 

‘But what about *that woman* Strooll ? Is he 
.going to get /id of her ? ’ * 

‘ I ’m afraid,* sir, Dawrence is a little infcltuated, 
and I hope you ’ll excuse me for suggesting* that 
perhaps we had better leave matters alone. These 
things wear themselves out.’ 

Ripen and then rot, young wiseacre, ^h ? ’ • 
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‘ I mean, sir, that, in such a case a i Lawrence’s, 
opposition only — well, helps to fan the flame.* ^ 

‘ Fan the flame ! Good Lord, what rubbish ! 
D’you mean to- tell me I mustn’t warn my son not 
to make an ass of himself about a woman lest he 
should become a greater one?’ 

I accepted his i(jbuke in ^ilence. 

‘I’m to understand he refuses to drop her, then ? 
Where is he?’ continued the Squire. 

‘ At my lodgings, sir,’ I replied meekly. 

‘ Why didn’t you bring him ? ’ 

‘ He thought you had no wish to see him.’ 

‘ No more I have. Why, Strood, the woman 
followed him to Oxford.’ 

‘Yes, sir. I even went so far as to point out the 
serious risks she was running. If she took no 
thpught for her own reputation, I urge^l her to 
remember Lawrence’s. I said all I could, sir; but 
if you had seen them as I saw them, I ’m sure you 
would make allowances. She is one of the most 
beautiful wopnen I ever saw.’ 

I was championing them in spite of myself. 
Lawrence’s eager spirit-seemed to stand at my elbow 
to spurrme on. ^he Squire raised his big chin in 
astonishment, then gave an odd sort of grin. • 
‘You sec, sir,’ I urged, ‘they’re different •to 
ordinary people. Lawrence is a man in a thousand. 
That isn’t tonly^ my impression*; it’s the one he has 
left bghind him at Oxford. Mrs. Leighton ’s older 
than he; but I can’t help feeling, that she ’s infatuated 
too.’ • ^ 

‘ That’s a pretty story you’re telling me, youngster,* 
he retorted. ‘You forget she’s a married woman. 
That’s^my point. The two self-indulgent idiots can 
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only come together across a scandal. D' you expect 
n?£ t« encourage an adulterous intrigue? Don’t try 
to get over me, sir, with any of the boy’s Free ^Dove 
nonsense, for I won’t put up with ft. I can make 
•allowances, as you call ’em, but I ’m damned if I 
stand this sort of game ! lt3 annoy me my son has 
got himself kicked out ofc college, t'l might overlook 
that, but you carft expect me to provide him with 
funds for his vices. Leighton’s father was a friend 
of mine. I gave ’em a silver teapot when they were 
married. ,^he thing’s tieming in a devilish ugly 
circle, and I ’ve my own conscience to keep clean ! 
Either he gives up the woman, or I ’ll have nothing 
more to do with him.’ ^ 

' But Lawrence says he must have money, sir ! ’ I 
protested. ‘ At present he has only gne pound ten !’ 

‘ Then l^t him borrow from the lady, and be hanged 
to him ! ’ 

Then the Squire expanded his burly frame, gave a 
bull-likc toss to his great jaw, and^marched out of 
the room. I now agreed with Lawrencej* The half- 
malicious and half-cynical old man had pushed the 
quarrel into grooves prepared* for it. Young Rivers 
had resented the influence of Mrs. D^zell ; old«Rivers 
went ©ne better and closed his doors and his purse. 

!• followed the Squire down to the hall where the 
ladie^ were waiting. 

'\lind you make htm understands,^ ohil Strood,’ 
he growled, fuming suddenly back on me ds he 
reached the lasf step. • ‘ Don’t try tjo soften if down 
with any sentimental himibug, or I won’t forgive you ! 
If my son's bent on practising this sort of thing as 
a fine art, he shan’t do it at my expense! Is that 
pl^in enough for you ? ' • • 
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When, however, he saw Mrs. Dalzell^ in her white 
ermine cloak his whole expression changed, alid 
gave fhe lady a leer of bovine admiration. 

Was it a sen^ie of moral squalor that roused my* 
bitterness? ' 

‘ Where ? ’ I asked myself, as I followed his glance, 
‘did the woman Y’^t^ that /:loak? ’ for I knew that 
the ana:imic little engineer weariilg out his wits in 
America had not^ sent it to her. But both my 
friend’s interests and my own compelled me to 
present a smiling countenance to the SquVe’s guests. 

‘The carriage has been waitin^g twenty minutes!’ 
said the lady. 

But I apologised, and, with my enforced amia- 
bility in full blast, saw them into the carriage and 
then returned tp my rooms to wait for Lawren«e. 

• It was nearly twelve o’clock when he arrived. 

‘Well, John!’ he exclaimed. I shook my head 
as a signal of what he must expect, and added as I 
saw the light on his face — for I was sleepy and 
worried — ‘ What right have you to look so happy?’ 

‘ No right, but a hundred million reasons, John.’ 

He smiled indulgently. 

‘ It »an’t last,Jl said, determined to bring him to 
earth, ‘ especially at this rate.’ * 

‘You have had bad news, then,’ he said, ‘'his 
thoughts stiller away from my warning. Th^ Jast 
time I h^d spared him ; this time he must touch 
the wire. , 

I felt my arrows rattling in 'my quiver. 

‘It was a most painful interview,’ I began. ‘ Mrs. 
Dalzell and her niece were there. They were all 
going to the theatre. I could see the Squire had 
been ’talkiifg matters over with the lady.’ ^ 
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‘ Why? ' asKed Lawrence, his face clouding. 

^\Bet:ause before your father came in she said 
something about “ the family misunderstanding,’’ and 
*hoped it might be “ adjusted.” ’ ^ ^ 

* The name of Mrs. Dalzcll had had a depressing 
effect. The poet was no lotfger in Arcadia ! 

‘ I began,’ I went*on, ‘ by teljingr^your father what 
had happened, anfl by suggesting that he should act 
indulgently.’ • 

indulgently ? ’ exclaimed Lawrence. 

‘ It wag the question ^f the allowance,’ I ex- 
plained. 0 ^ * 

‘ I forgot that.’ 

‘Then,’ I went on, ‘ the Squire ^bluntly asked me 
.when you intended to break with Mrs. Leighton. 
Thcif I told him that it would be more generous not 
to touch *011 that. Time, 1 ventured to tell him-^ 
don’t look at me so savagely, Lawrence ; remember 
I was trying to drive a bargain for you —time, I told 
him, sometimes cured — please forgive the phrase — 
these “ passionate complications.” Wl>at could I 
do with the Squire frowning down on me ? “ Ripen 

and then rot, yoqng wiseacre,*’ he said, “ is that your 
experience? ” lie was in a hurry tJ^get off, ^nd his 
manrjpr was most impatient, perhaps that was why 
he* put it so brutally. He reminded me that Mrs. 
L(iighton was a married woman, said you could only 
come together across a scandal, and asked me, point 
blank, whetlxjr you expected him to furnish the 
means of carrying on*an intrigue ?’^ 

These shots I fired ^ith the best intention, hoping 
the sting might act as a tonic. 

We are in a world reeking with carrion,’ he cried 
angrily. * • ^ 
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He walked up and down the room' excitedly for 
some moments, then he said, ' I ’ll write ! ’ 

‘ Dpn’t, for goodness’ sake, Lawrence !’ I exclaimed. 

* Or, if you must write, wait till to-morrow.’ 

He looked at me doubtfully for a moment, and" 
then, seeing that I was Lred and worried, cried, ‘ Go 
to bed and sleeps- it., off, John; leave our squalid 
quarrel to right itself.’ 

' I ’ll see him agajn,’ I persisted, ' if you promise not 
to write. Your Arcadia is a region the Squire can’t 
enter. What is white and radiant to you, is black 
and disreputable to him. And Hon’t forget Leigh- 
ton’s father was his friend. He gave them a Queen 
Anne teapot wheathey married !’ 

The teapot — for bathos hath its uses — had a 
sobering effect. . 

^What’s the good of it?’ he muttered, half to 
himself ; ‘ how can I expect him to understand ? — 
besides ’ 

‘ Besides what ? ’ I asked as he stopped. 

‘ Never mtnd ! Go to bed, John ! I ’ll read.’ 

From his pocket he drew the little copy of Job 
which he carried about 'with him. 

But 'T guessicd what his ‘ besides ’ covered. 
Lawrence meant to consult Mrs. Leighton, and, as 
his mind turned to her, she occupied all his thoughts 
and replungcd.him in his, to me, unnatural felicity 

But why’ at such a moment should he read Job ? 

I f^Il asleep wondering. 
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When we met at breakfast on ^Ihe next morning 
Lawrence Rivers said, ‘John, 1 must have .fifty 
pounds at^^icc ! ’ 

I looked, I imagined, a little doubtful, for he re- 
peated his want more emphatic. illy. To my mind 
the idea of Rivers wanting anything seemed absurd, 
planted as he was by birth in the ‘prosperous lap of 
‘tiling^, 

‘ I wish,^' I replied, ‘ I could let you have it. No>y 
if it were ten pounds, perhaps ’ 

But he refused to li.^ten. 

‘Ten’s no good. To-morrow I’ll to the lawyers 
and see what usury, more mercifur tha^ a parent, 
can do for me. What’s pawnable, John, shall be 
pawned. Are there not ijistruments with ugly 
namea, mortgages, post-obits, Shyl(^?:k know^ what, 
on which the greedy heir can feed his^^resent crying 
wai^ts^ The fifty I claim of you, John, shall be 
pronjptly repaid — and with all reasonable interest. 
You must have friends*with cash to f^'pare.’* 

Then, I thought, not without certain misgivings, 
of Fletcher, a rrfen in my office to whose post I some 
day hoped to succeed. • 

Now Fletcher was a shining light on the ‘ Finance 
Supervision ’ Side. When I entered it I was placed 

unHer his guidance. Sir Guy Betts, who •then .ruled 
« 61 
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that backwater of the Department, said to me the 
day I joined, ‘ Mr. Strood, Mr. Fletcher will ir struct 
you in your duties. Whenever you are in doubt 
consult him.’ 

Sir Guy, a heaVy and unwieldy gentleman, wasi 
notorious in the office '-for an indolence of which a 
pompous manncvi coifld npt conceal the lethargy. 
Among the irreverent clerks he was known as 
‘Stififun,’ a name, I believe, suggested by the appar- 
entdnflexibility of his back and the inferred rigidity 
of his morals. Lady Betts was sister to the late 
Home Secretary — a connection which, in the genera- 
tion preceding mine, had led to her husband’s 
selection to the post he then held. Sir Guy 
naturally regarded ‘ influence ’ with reverence. Of 
this useful magic Fletcher had a share. His sister 
had married Lord Scarbridge, and it was, erroneously, 
I think, believed in our office that the future of the 
handsome and dashing clerk, in whose room I sat, 
was the object of his brother-in-law’s solicitude. 

I had not copied letters and added up columns of 
figures for six months under Fletcher’s eye before 
he said (he professed .the warmest regard for me): 
‘ Strood, my b^»y, when my brother-in-law, Scar- 
bridge, gets rt.d a lift, as he shortly will, there ’s no 
reason why you shouldn’t have my place. I’llcSee 
to this. It’s pleasant enough so long as you save Sir 
Guy wortiy. Becwcen you and me the Stiffun ’s a prize 
old jduffer, and would have died of gout long ago if he 
couldn’t have left all the work in the office to me.’ 

This I knew was something more than an empty 
boast. Fletcher, who was as dexterous with figures 
as the most expert chartered accountant ever called 
in by directors to rub down figures the right v. ay, 
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and soothe thp nervous apprehensions of anxious 
sharel^olders, had served his enfeebled chief as 
shield and buckler. Whenever he was at the office 
^(he avoided it on the plea of health’ as much as he 
^arcd, the day of his enforced retii’ement beii^g near) 
Fletcher was constantly in h^ chief s room, ‘ prevent- 
ing poor old Stiffun,i as he said in j:vis jovial insolent 
way, ‘from making an ass of'himself’ Naturally 
when I perceived that my brilliant senior was a 
power in the place, I began to covet his support 
and patrormge both inside and outside the office. 
Socially, however, Fletcher soared into regions 
beyond the flight *of the ordinary Civil Service 
clerk. He played polo at Hurlingham, and lived in 
luxurious rooms off Piccadilly. •Nor was this all. 
Cissy^ Montrose, the beautiful young woman at that 
moment dazzling the theatrical world* in that popular 
musical comedy Belles and Szvells^ was said to be 
madly in love with him. The office looked on in 
some wonder. ‘ Fletcher,’ said some, ‘ must be up to 
his eyes in debt ’ ; others of a more saTiguit^e tempera- 
ment attributed the clerk’s lavish expenditure to 
‘ luck on the turf,’ or his sister’s generosity. A 
third cxplanatiod apparently occurr^<cl to no c^e. 

Under the paper supervision, at v\ie end of the 
office^*of Sir Guy Betts and at the other of myself, 
Pletcher controlled the disbursement of considerable 
surtis. ‘ You couldn’t^be under a iTefter ^an than 
Mr. Pletv.hery observed Sir Guy whenever he 
chanced to pasfs me pn the stairs and dcsK'ed tc 
patronise; ‘he’s just §uch a felloiX^ as I was at* his 
age. Comes of a charming family too ! A mosl 
amiable woman, Lady Scarbridge, Mr. Strood. I 
wi|s dining in Grosvenor Square last night.’ 
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Fletcher took care that his chief frequently did. 

One of the worst punishments to which experience 
subjects the man who is no fool, is to look back and 
admit the simple methods of craft and cunning tc 
beguile ’him. Th'e Ways and Means DepartmenL 
was not an attractive pl^ace on a fine day. To what- 
ever dissipation^, Fletcher might abandon himself 
outside the office, within its walls he was indefatig- 
able. lie not only lightened the duties of his chief 
but; spared his junior. A book which I was nominally 
supposed to keep was kept by him. It simplified 
the system, he pointed out to me, and saved time. 
Certainly it saved mine. Generally at four o’clock 
Fletcher turned to me and said, ‘You can cut it, 
Strood. I ’ll deal with those vouchers. The Stiffun 
prefers me to see to ’em myself ! ’ 

O clumsy net set for the silly fowl! But for 
Fletcher’s cunning and Sir Guy's indolence I might 
have risen in the office, and devoted to the ad- 
ministrative work of my country talents now frittered 
away on the ill-paid art of letters ! 

But I liked Fletcher. He made my paths easy 
if his own were crooked, and gave me tickets for the 
play. , lie it .:as who had granted me leave to 
absent myself Trom Oxford in Rivers’s interests, and 
accounted for my absence to Sir Guy, or rather, ^ls I 
afterwards learnt, concealed it from our trusting^chief. 
I confided in Fletcher, perhiaps spoke of my in- 
fluence with the Squire of Beckstone and my friend- 
ship \\?ith his brilliant son. Was it ilot natural then 
that, in the present emergency, I should turn to 
him ? 

Still it was Rivers who first put the idea in my 
head.. I had talked to him of Fletcher’s amiability. 
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cleverness and kindness suggesting, no doubt, that 
t^cy were called forth by similar qualities of my 

OWil. 

^ • * 

^ ‘Why not get your friend Fletcher to ^end me 
,i:he money?’ asked Lawrence. 

Here suddenly the prospejbt seemed to brighten. 

‘Perhaps, Lawrei>ce,’ t said^ ‘ ^‘may be able to 
bring it you this evening ! ’ 

Arriving at the office, I founci Fletcher already 
there, and opened the conversation by hoping that 
my absence^iad caused him no inconvenience. 

‘ Not a bit,’ he said briskly. ^ 

I told him of Rivers’s expulsion, bringing out the 
points likely to attract his sympathies. 

‘ Rivers,’ he said approvingly, ‘ seems to have made 
’em sit up ! ’ 

Then I spoke of Lawrence’s ‘ noble qualities ’ and 
‘ unselfish generosity.’ He was, I said, ready to 
sacrifice a fortune for an idea. 

‘ The best fellows always are,’ F'letcher assented. 

‘ I knew you’d understand him,’ I rephd^d, greatly 
encouraged, ‘ and that ’s why I want your help.’ 

‘ What can I do ? ’ he asked.. 

‘Wed,’ said I, ‘ft’s a matter of fun-^s. River's can 
raise rQoney — tlie estate’s entailed — Nut until then 
he gau^t live. Do you think — could you — you ’ve 
been so kind, Fletcher, since I Ve been in the office 
— bflt could you lend ihe fifty pounds tor him? It 
shall be repaid without fail.’ ^ 

I blushed and Stammered, but made for my friend 
a request impossible foranyself. 

His reply filled me with pleasure. ‘ Pay me back 
whenever you like, my dear fellow. I ’ll give you 
the money when you come back from lunch.’ 

• E 
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‘O Fletcher!' I exclaimed. 'Yow must meet 
Lawrence Rivers. You would understand ope 
anotljer 1 ’ 

‘Wc^might, old chap I though I’m not a poetl 
Then he laughed. * ^ 

How well I recall tl\e conversation ! The office 
fire blazing brigfiily,^fhe o/fice furniture smelling of 
damp polish, the grey light entering through the bald 
windows, and outride the angle of the smoke-stained 
wall of the adjoining house with a glimpse beyond 
of St. James’s Park vexed by the east wind. 

At one o’clQck Fletcher said, ‘ Go and lunch, Strood. 
I Ve some estimates to look through for old Stiffun ! ’ 

When I returned he gave me five ten-pound 
notes ! 

‘You’ve m^de a friend of Lawrence Rivers for 
life ! ’ I exclaimed, ‘ and that means much.’ 

For the rest of the afternoon I drifted through the 
routine of the office, whilst P'letcher sat absorbed in 
his ledgers. Just before I left, however, he received 
a telegrafvi which seemed to disturb him. When I 
asked him whether there was anything I could do 
before I went, he said, ‘Yes; you can do me a 
favoifr.’ Them he proceeded to explain how a certain 
friend of his^-I inferred that the friend was a lady — 
had ' got into rather a mess ’ from which he (Flet/cher) 
was the only man capable of rescuing he^ To- 
morrow* it would be impos.^ible for him to come to 
th» office. Could he trust me to sep certain returns 
sent in to the proper quarters, and tv> keep old Stiffun 
from fidgeting ? ‘ I ’d askr him for a day off,’ he 

continued, ‘ but as I act as one half of the old boy’s 
brain and the other’s addled, he gets in a fever when 
I ’m‘ awa)?.’ i* 
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Warm with^the liveliest sense of gratitude, I pro- 
teste(>that it would delight me to help him. 

’m sure of that,’ he said. Then, after a pause, 
►he took me a step further. 

‘ First let me tell you, Strood,’ he said, ‘ how much 
I appreciate your delicacy irf asking no questions.’ 

‘My dear FJ e teller ! ’ J excjaiffied, ‘I have the 
fullest trust in yoii.’ 

He thanked me, and proceedc^l to tell me that 
if he did not appear at the office on Thursday I \vas 
to make the best cas^ for him with Sir Guy 
Betts I could. ^ ^ 

‘ What,’ J asked, ‘shall I say ? ^ 

‘Well, you see, if the Stiffun and that young fool 
Byas get ferreting among my papers, they ’ll make 
hay o£ my scheme of work.’ 

I nodded. 

‘To prevent it, I ’ll take the key of the safe.’ 

‘ It’s against the rules,’ said 1. 

‘ I ’ve often broken it,’ said he. 

‘Why not leave the key,’ said I, ‘ a.td let me 
assume, if the Stiffun gets excited, that you’ve taken 
it by fnistake. You see, if he»got over-excited, he’s 
capable of anything ! ’ 

‘ So he is,’ said Fletcher. ‘ Not a ba^ idea.’ 

His approval encouraged me, and I proceeded 
along*thc path of folly. ^ 

‘ Before he discovers you haven’t taken* the key 
ypudl be back here to explain. You can alw^ays 
manage him an3, in arty case, I shojuld be the only 
man to blame.’ • 

‘ I ’d see that was all right,’ said he. 

Gratitude made me desire a real sacrifice on his 
falser altar ! 
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After this I left Fletcher and hurried home to 
hand over my booty to Lawrence Rivers, Whose 
reception of it chagrined me. 

‘What interest is your friend asking?^ he in- 
quired. 

‘Interest, Lawrence ! \ You don’t know Fletcher. 
He never spoke of fintereGt. We are to repay the 
loan when we like.’ 

‘ How odd ! ’ he< exclaimed. 

‘ Why odd ? ’ 

‘ I hope you ’ll forgive me for saying so, John,’ he 
answered gcn^ly, ‘ but the iirapre'i'sion you have given 
me of Fletcher is not the same that he has made 
on you.’ 

‘H ow, Lawrence ? ’ 

‘ Well, he seems to me a greedy fellow devoted to 
coarse pleasures and endowed with the low cunning 
necessary to attain them cheaply.’ 

This staggered me for the moment. 

‘ Why greedy? ’ I asked. 

‘ He spends much more money on himself than 
he can possibly earn, and is said at the office to get 
it either from his siscer, Lady Scarbridge, or as an 
amateur bookmaker.’ 

It was thifs Rivers pieced together the gossip I 
had retailed to him. * 

‘ Evidently I ’ve given you a very wrong idea,’ I 
replied, somewhat offended. ‘Wait till you meet 
Fletcher. If he were not a kind-hearted, generous 
fellow, would hp have lent us fifty pounds without 
even asking for a receipt?’ 

‘That is where the contradiction is,’ returned 
Lawrence. ‘ But perhaps I am growing suspicious 
from wallowing in the Finck element too long. 
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Good night, Jt^hn, and forgive me for criticising your 
friencf. A dog is kennelled in my soul that must 
bark.' 

‘Lawrence,' I said, ‘you are unjust to J^letcher. 
*Come to the office on Thursday and see him. He 
lent the money because he admires you ! ' ^ 

But Rivers shook'his hi^ad. • Y*our friend’s money 
has given me the tvings I want,’ he said, smiling. ‘ I 
shall be at Elcombe. I leave at once.’ 

Then I understood. At Elcombe lived Mrs. 
Garway, ^he devoted frien 1 of Diana Leighton whom 
he would meet thei^. 

He shook my hand and hurriedly left me. 

On the following morning all ^went smoothly at 
the office until Sir Guy Betts came into my room. 
Somcf returns with which both he and.l were supposed 
to be conversant were wanted at the Board of Trade. 
Where were they ? 

‘They shall be sent in to-morrow. Sir Guy,’ I 
said, ‘ when Mr. hdetcher returns.’ 

But my answer left my chief still dissad^fied. 

‘Where is the key of the safe?’ he asked. ‘No 
doubt he left thegi there,’ • 

‘ I ’ni afraid Mr. Fletcher must hftvc takeifit with 
him.’ i 

Flied, as it were, automatically. My mind launched 
thc^lfie before I was cv^cn conscious th^t it had been 
built. Now the philosopher will feel for’ the lie a 
sympathy wh?ch the cold-blooded moralist is «even 
incapable of imagining. The latter secs in it only 
base interest paid on* the borrowed fifty pounds. 
But is the case so crude ? It was with me a question 
of lying or breaking my promise to the man who I 
imagined had treated me generously. * It seemed. 
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to me that I was paying a debt of nonour at the 
expense of truth ! 

But truly it was a costly lie, although it satisfied 
Sir Guy^ ISetts for the time ! 

* I suppose we must wait/ he said, ‘ but Mr. Fletcher 
ought not to take the key. It is against the rules/ 

To my relief Sir Guy then left me with the spectres 
which fret the unpractised liar. 

That night I tieatcd myself to a good dinner at 
a fashionable restaurant, and sought, in a sound 
bottle of Burgundy, the wholesome comfort to the 
conscience whi^h lurks in t\\c juine of the grape. 

This lie must be lied out, then 1 would tell no 
more ! Good resolutions often represent retrospec- 
tive repentance. I remember walking down Bicca- 
dilly full of the peace of mind which accompanies 
the sin self-forgiven ! The lie had become a very 
blameless counter necessary in diplomacy to oil the 
grooves of life. 

If, however, instead of seeking comfort in Beaune 
I had consulted Lawrence, my conscience would 
never have strutted so insolently before the eyes of 
my indulgent soul. 

On the follo^wing morning my punishment began 
— a punishmefit out of all proportion to an 6-ffence 
springing from unselfish motives. 

When I arrived at the office Fletcher was not ihere 
as I expected. I commenced my work, but his 
signature represented a necessary link' in the official 
routine, and the, flow of busificss in the department 
was finally obstructed. The little dam of documents 
was visibly growing on Fletcher’s table. 

At a quarter to twelve Sir Guy Betts, accompanied 
by Byas, his secretary, came into the room. 
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‘ What ! Mr. Fletcher not here yet ? ’ 

* Nt), Sir Guy. But I feel sure he will be directly.' 

My chief snorted and retired. 

But half-past one, as Fletcher was stijl absent, 
Sir Guy summoned me to his 'room. A flagrant 
error (Sir Guy called it An error) had been dis- 
covered in certain Accounts fgr f/hich Fletcher ancf 
I were responsible — an error on which the book I 
was supposed to keep was expcc/.ed to throw light. 
Could I explain? No. Where was the bookH In 
the safe^» No doubt the discrepancy would easily 
be accounted for \^^hen jVIr. Fletcher^returncd. 

But Sir Guy was fluttered. 

‘ Surely both ^^ou and he couldn’t have overlooked 
such a thing, Mr. Strood ?’ 

‘ Mr. Fletcher kept the book, Sir Guy. He told 
me that you desired him to do so.' 

‘ Mr. Strood !' he exclaimed angrily. ‘You must 
be labouring under a delusion. Mr. Fletcher is in- 
capable of such gross irregularity F 

But I insisted. Since 1 had been ir*-»the office I 
had never once made up the book in question. 

Sir' "8uy was staggerod. He had accepted 
Fletcher’s figures because he inxi^ined I % checked 
theqj! Where was Mr. Fletcher ? ‘^ The poor man 
wfis becoming alarmed. 

^‘iPerhaps Mr. Fletcher is ill/ said Mr. Byas, the 
secretary, bridging over an ugly silence. 

Wc sprang at this with a sense of delusive^ relief. 
Should I go to his rooms and see ? * 

‘ Go at once,’ said my chief. ‘ This is ‘most 
improper and irregular.’ 

And then disaster seemed falling on me in frag- 
ilients like stones down an Alpine slope before an 
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avalanche. I took a hansom. Anxiety sat beside 
me. Piccadilly seemed full of spectres. My hand 
shook as I ran^ the bell. 

The servant said, ‘Mr. P^lctchcr has gone for a 
holiday.’ 

That was all I could jearn beyond the fact that 
lie had taken thie»2 portmanteaus and all his new 
clothes. 

‘When do you e:^pcct him back?’ I gasped. 

‘ Don’t know, sir.’ 

The ugliest fears were now besetting me. The 
shield of whom pr what had J bcfome? Was I the 
accomplice of — I shuddered at the thought I dared 
not shape in words. 

I drove back and ran into my room. Sir Guy 
Betts and Byas were there and the safe open ! 

‘What do you mean by telling ns, sir, that Mr. 
Fletcher had taken the key of the safe ? ’ 

In desperation I flung the raw truth at him ! 

‘ Mr. I'letcher wished no one to touch the papers 
and books -under his charge till he returned, and 
asked me to say that he had taken the key with him.’ 

What poor wretch was speaking? Suiejy not 
honest J<r)hn Stniod. I did not recognise his voice. 

Byas looked ^kt me as though he had seen^ my 
hand in Sir Guy’s pocket. 

‘This, sir,’ said the secretary, looking up from ‘tllje 
ledger on which he was pointing an inquisitorial 
finger^ ‘this, sir, is a serious business.’ 

‘ How? ’ I asked. 

‘Twelve hundreef pounds arc'-missing. Their loss 
has been carefully concealed by an ingenious system 
of book-keeping. Five ten-pound notes seem to 
have been taken from the cash-box yesterday.’ * 
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There was ifo blood in my body— only a shudder- 
ing, ghostly ichor circulating at the panic-stricken 
point, r r 

‘ I kjiow nothing yet, sir — except that Mr. Fletcher 
fent me fifty pounds — for a friend!’ 

‘“For a friend!” Good/ God I’ cried Sir Guy, 
only one degree less^horrificd than'*myself. 

Then I flung anVither ingredient into the squalid 
caldron bubbling about us. » 

‘ Fletcher has gone, and taken all his clothes \^ith 
him ; no i»ne knows where.’ 

After that the mi^its seemed to gat»!icr round me. 
The heads of the various depaitments were sum- 
moned to Sir Guy’s room, and to them I told my 
miserable story. 

But* why should I dwell on this deplorable 
scandal? Sifted, the horrible truth reveeded its 
shameful head. Fletcher had falsified accounts in 
the books he kept, and twelve hundred pounds were 
missing. „ 

The whole department seemed to reel TTti'dcr the 
stroke. 

struck me, suggested as such thoughts 
are by ’the instinct of sclf-preservatioff. ' 

‘Dof’t you think, sir,’ I said to !3ir Guy, ‘that 
before taking any steps. Lord Scarbridge should 
be jcMisulted. Possibly he can tell ys where his 
brother-in-law has gone.’ 

. ‘ Anything 4;o save the department and •the 
country a scandal ! ’ exclaimed my^ much stricken 
chief. • 

‘ I feel so sure that all can be explained 1 ’ I 
exclaimed, with a sickening effort to warm my own 
icy hopes. * ^ 
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‘ I trust it may/ said poor Sir Guy, With difficulty 
maintaining his rigidity. ‘Be here at ten o’clock 
to-mQrrow.’ • 

Wher> I reached my lodgings the panic ^which' 
had been pursuing seized me. Of honourable 
escape I could see no ,way. I had been too near 
the crater of b'l^ck# tranigresj?ion to escape un- 
scathed. I had neglected my dufies partly to save 
myself trouble, bupt chiefly because Fletcher’s ener- 
getfe will overruled mine. Already the thunders 
behind the department were rumbling. -"My head 
was among t*hosc^ which r the § bolt must strike. 
What must be done? I was ashamed to confess 
to my father. His wife would be called in ! In my 
mind I heard his wavering appeals, saw the whole 
scene, and the .eye of my step-dame sweepii*.g the 
sad seas of my folly like an inexorable searchlight. 

‘ Not to-night/ I thought, ‘ I ’m too shaken.’ 

Then my thoughts rushed to Rivers, the only 
man I ever kgew equally devoid of moral and 
physical Tear, I ran out and sent a telegram, and 
afterwards — for I have no desire to hide my own 
weakness — made my way to a tav 9 rn off Lue ;:Dtrand, 
well k^iown to youths of literary and artistic lean- 
ings, and confforted myself with a pint of po*^t. At 
midnight, when I reached home, to my astonish- 
ment I beheld Rivers sitting in the horcc^air 
armchair before the fire waiting for me. 

‘•I caught the last train from Fllcombc/ he said, 
‘ and nave been here half an hour.’ Then he looked 
at* me intently — for my "hair was rough, and, 
perhaps, my eye was glazed — and added ‘ Courage, 
John, and face it like a man.’ 

‘ I dined,’ I explained, ‘at the Cock and BuF. I 
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Lawrence v^as a water-drinker ; possibly a faint 
reek of wine had entered the room with me. 

Ht’s the worst sand to hide you^r head ip, my 
poor Xohn,’ he said ; ‘ but tell me, and we ’ll ^^ee what 
can be done.’ * 

I told him, and as I rj^ilieved my soul of the 
burden, felt the weight ofn'cspc^isi^bility lightened. 

‘ What,’ I asked anxiously, ' do you think is the 
worst that can happen to me, Lawrence? They 

can’t prove ’ I felt my voice quaver wheil he 

checked >nc. 

‘No, no,’ he saijl, ‘b*it perhaps 4hey’ll ask you 
to resign. Your department seems very badly 
managed, John, but then,’ he smiled indulgently, 
‘ why shouldn’t it be ? ’ 

‘ They were waiting till Sir Guy’s pension was 
due,’ I answered. ‘Then it is to be reorganised. I 
was waiting for that in the hope of promotion. So 
was Fletcher ! ’ 

Here I ’m afraid I sighed. Gradually my case 
was beginning to present itself to my^rnind as 
a pathetic one, I seemed the victim of my own 
amiable quftttties, rather than*of those human weak- 
nesses from which none of us a*rfe free. ' I was 
conscious of a tear in my eye. 

‘•Don’t, John!’ exclaimed Rivers, irritated per- 
hagis^ at my plaintive^ manner, for i^the unaccus- 
tomed head a pint of wine may loose unexpected 
emotions; ‘ dcfn’t, John, it’s silly.’ ^ * 

‘ I ’m not,’ I replied,*^ I ’m not really. But I seem 
to see a ruined cancer — that ’s all. It ’s rriost 
generous of you, Lawrence, to leave — what you have 
left — for my sake ! ’ 

♦Diapa urged me to come,’ he said ; personally 
I desired to defer it till to-morrow.’ 
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‘ How good of Mrs. Leighton ! ’ I exclaimed. 
‘ What did she say ? ' 

‘ “ Evidently poor Mr. Strood is in a blind panic ! ” ' 
Lawrence replied. ‘ She also said you were one of 
those excellent fellows better fitted to manage other 
people’s affairs than his .own.’ 

Rivers here let in a narrow 'stream of light, and 
I perceived that, if there were a tragic side to my 
troubles, there were also absurd aspects. 

‘Of course I’ve acted like a fool,’ I said, ‘and 
deserve all I get. But if they kick me outf how am 
I to live? I’m* ashamed t-D go. to my father. My 
step-mother will declare I 'vc disgraced the family. 
She always has tried to look on me as a fool, 
Lawrence, although you ’ll scarcely believe it ! Now 
she ’ll have no difficulty in persuading herself (and 
my father, too, for the matter of that) that I ’m 
a rogue as well ! I can’t look at that beastly horse- 
hair chair — the one you’re sitting in — (the only 
things she ever gave me!) without feeling convinced 
that I ’\i:rtione for myself at home,’ 

At this Rivers rose from his chair and said : _ ^ 
‘John ! you are talking a little wildl>.‘ 1 o-morrow 
we wilhsec what can be done. I promise you that 
I ’ll stand by )fou. I gave you a push forward into 
this quagmire. The missing fifty pounds traced to 
you is very bed. You will" riot 

think clearly until you’ve had a night’s rest.’ 

He took my candle, lighted it for rrne, and wished 
me good night. , 



CHAPTER^ IX 

I AWOKE next morning with a start in the melan- 
choly London dawn, falling from the easeful 
oblivion *of sleep on to the rough edge of grimmest 
fact 

In the benumbed state of depression begotten of 
uncertainty, however, I found comfort in Lawrence 
Rivers, warming my own chilliness of soul at his 
abundant fires. Still it was no great consolation co 
learn that I was the victim of a rogue, not the 
accomplice ! Dishonesty, I complained, was the 
most devastating of human iniquities — an offence 
involving other fates than its own ! But I.awrence 
was patient, and after we had 'decided ^^that he 
should accompany me to the office, see my credulous 
' chief on nssjJjehalf, and entrust the compromising 
fifty pounds to Ifis hands, gradually found, ^myself 
disclosing the other of my motives as, a self-inflicted 
punishment for my folly. 

‘ Then there ’s my father,’ I said. 

**Aftcr we know thenvorst at the office, John,’ he 
replied, ‘ we ’ll see what can be done at home. If 
your father rca^lises how far I helped to drag you 
into the mud, he’ll be ready to help brush it. off 
when it ’s dry.’ 

'Then with a qualm I recalled my last visit to 
Arthur Place. It was the evening before the visit 
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to Oxford. Warmed with pride, I had endeavoured 
to impress my stepmother with my own impoTlance. 
^ You see/ I had thrown out carelessly, ‘the Squire 
naturaPv wants to avail himself of my influence 
with his son. It will be used in the best interests 
of both.’ 

Where had a’l that ..siimpiuous sense of self 
vanished ? 

My father’s wi^'e, impressed against her will, had 
condescended to say ‘ exactly ! ’ But now I was 
creeping home under the protecting shade w of the 
youth whose guidance I had lately assumed, the 
victim of a predatory knave of whose patronage 
I had boasted ! 

There are, alas, ‘certain natures which tempt us to 
be snobs ! 

‘But, Lawrence,’ I pleaded, ‘think of the degrada- 
tion of it ! Just think ! ’ 

‘My dear John,’ he answered, ‘why should you 
hope to be the one rogue-proof man in London? 
Fletche’*'^: a subtle scamp ! ’ 

‘ That ’s the worst of it ! ’ I said. 

‘ Why the worst ? ’ h^ asked. n- 

‘ I was mct.n enough to be proud of him,’ I 
groaned. / 

‘You bragged of him to me,’ he said. , 

‘ Yes, but from a different motive.’ ^ 

Lawrence looked at me in some surprise. 

‘ I don’t quite see your meaning/ he said. 

‘ I ’1! make it clear, then,’ I exclaimed, ‘ whatever 
it costs me. Mrs. Strood is a lady very vulnerable 
to the glamour of great names/ 

‘ What has that to do with it ?’ he asked. 

‘ Ever since she married my father/ I confessed, 
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‘ she has been ^nxious to keep me in what she con- 
sidersifny right place. This made me try to make 
her feel how much more important I was than she 
, pretended to think I ’ * 

o ‘ That's all very mean and comi;nonplace/ fie said. 
'When you dig human motive^ out they generally are! 

' I know/ I answered, ' bui L^'m trying to ease my 
conscience by telling you.' 

Then I rushed on my self-imposed ordeal, and 
told him how Fletcher had taken me to a ball aghis 
sister’s, a^id how, whenever my stepmother flourished 
fashionable names at me (as she constantly did 
when I dined at tAy father’s), ->1 Int her back by 
remembering 1 had met the owners of them in 
Grosvenor Square. « 

'But what was the good of it? ’ asked Rivers. 

‘ It made her respect me in spite of herself,’ I 
replied. ‘ I ’m not a snob as a rule, Lawrence, but 
my stepmother tempts me to be one. It ’s the only 
means of fighting her on equal ground.’ 

It was here that Rivers paid me 'a greaq^compli- 
ment — a compliment, indeed, partly consoling me 
for the journey through this valley of humiliation. 

' Yo:i h^ive,’ said he, 'made a con/e^^ion o^^ which 
not on.e man in a hundred thousand is capable. I 
und^cri?tand that it ’s by way of atonement — a sacrifice 
made^ by the baser part of your conscience to the 
less-* ignoble side. My* dear John, the'e ’s much oi 
the true Englishman in you, and not a little, too, oi 
the modern Christian.’ 

Then he laughed and added, ‘ Pethaps you ought 
to be grateful to Fletcher for making you see the 
dirty sort of water at which you were quenching 
an unnatural thirst’ , 
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‘But if you only knew my stepmother!’ I 
pleaded. 

‘ Perhaps I do,’ he answered. ‘ She admires mean 
things ,^and you try to outbid her. You have 
revealed yourself to me, John, as that rarest type cf 
sinner — the repentant snob 1 ’ 

After this extr^ord’Inc.ry conversation, which, with 
any other man would have been impossible, but 
which Lawrence’s limitless breadth of mind made 
inevitable, we proceeded together to the Ways and 
Means Department to confront Sir Guy Betts. 

We found liim sitting in his room supported by 
other elderly gentlemen ii/autHority. I introduced 
Rivers, who at once made a favourable impression, 
fame having already touched him sufficiently with 
her magic finger for civil servants to know his 
name, 

Mr. B ittershy (sent across from the Treasury), 
who presided, heard him courteously. It was, he 
said, a most unfortunate occurrence, and one, he 
regrettqrl to say, entirely compromising my position 
as a junior clerk. 

‘ Not,’ Lawrence interrupted warmly, ‘ on the side 
of honesty.’ 

‘ No,’ replifd the Treasury official blandlv, ‘ but 
on the side of efficiency. Such irregularities cannot 
be overh x^ked.’ 

Here he glanced at Sir Guy at the opposite side 
of the table, who nodded assent. 

‘In 'that case,’ 1 asked, ‘what wouid you advise me 
to* do?’ * , 

‘The only thing left you, I fear,’ replied my chief, 
‘is to send in your resignation and permit us to 
consider iu.’ 
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‘ Exactly/ Mr. Battersby assented. ‘ The — eh — 
mista^ce would have been impossible if the rules of 
the department had been obeyed. ^ Some sort of 
« example must be made.' ^ 

^ • At this Sir Guy Betts winced, ;:.nd, turning to me, 
said, ‘ Mr. Strood ! we need not detain you longer 
this morning,’ and tfic intgrvie*v\i eiiK^ed. ‘ 

‘Come, John,’ said Rivers as we turned into 
Parliament Street. ‘ At least you^know the worst.’ 

' I am to send in my resignation, which will be 
acceptecW I assented. 

We walked the slippe^ry pavemenj;s in silence for 
some time. The fraffic splashed the liquid mud 
acro.ss the footway, whilst the gloomy sky, lowering 
over the towers of Westminster behind us, and the 
trees in St. James’s Park sweating in moist misery, en- 
couraged within me the sense of impending disaster. 

Suddenly Rivers, who had been deep in thought, 
turned to me, and said, ‘John I go home and send 
in your resignation. I ’ll call on ^our father and 
make the best of it. That loan was the fjaishing 
stroke. 1 feel that I ’m chiefly re.^ ponsible ; but for 
me you might .have vegetated^ peacefully in the dim 
recessc.? of your efepartment like a*fi«gus under a 
beech-ti'ce ! ’ 

‘ Nc^er, Lawrence,’ I protested, ‘ I ’ve too much 
energy. Perhaps it’s for the best. P>ut meanwhile, 
if yefu would see my father and break *the news, I 
should be gratt;ful. You might make him under- 
stand that I needn’t cost him more now than T did 
before. That ’s an argument which will appeal to ’a 
man with a second family! You jnight also, Law- 
rence, promise him all the Rivers interest. If it 
comes to the worst tell him I ’ll — I ’ll enlist! ’ 



82 


MR. JOHN STROOD 

This desperate resolution was suggested by the 
mail-clad horsemen under their martial cloaks in the 
stone, boxes at, Whitehall. 

Wh*en we reached Piccadilly Circus we separated, 

I finding my way to my lodgings, Lawrence Riverc 
driving to Arthur Place to make terms with my 
father. An hourrlaidr k xab cji'ove up, and Rivers 
ran into my room where I was .trying to read an 
article on the advantages of emigration written by a 
colonial agent in a popular magazine. 

‘You’ll find r Ve made the best bargaiis I could,’ 
he exclaimed, ‘ but I haven’t a moment to spare. 
Your father is prepared to take a reasonable view of 
what has happened, if you ’ll accept the terms.’ 

‘ What terms ? ’ d exclaimed. 

‘ They ’ll tell you, man ! 1 shall miss my train ! ’ 

I could see that the woman was drawing him like 
a magnet. ‘O Diana Leighton!’ I thought, ‘you 
have much to answer for.’ 

He was hurrying down the dark musty j^taircase 
to the cab. 

‘One word morel’ I cried after him. ‘What of 
my stepmother ? ’ 

‘Yd/u’ll fi*' d her,’ he called back, ‘in a forgiving 
state of mind. Good-bye ! ’ 

He jumped into the hansom and drove away. 

It was not until I had seen my father (after 
another visit to the office and an unpleasant inter- 
view with Sir Guy Betts, who made it clear to me 
that! had been singled out as the one victim to be 
sacrificed to P'letcher’s dishonesty) that I realised 
the extent of my friend’s generosity. Critics have 
declared that, with all his gifts. Rivers had no sense 
of duty, and that self-gratification debased the whole 
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of his career* But what will those blind guides 
think*of his conduct to me. 

My father lived in Arthur Place, in4:he smaljest of 
the new houses built on a site once occupied by a 
inews where coachmen of the R^ency had stabled 
their sleek horses, but from \^hich red-brick and artis- 
tic porticos have ban ish»:l* the* Georgian memories 
still lingering in the neighbouring streets. 

These coquettish dwellings, sifitable perhaps to 
the pretensions of an ambitious watering-place, fake 
the sunshine and rain of Mayfair with an air of 
flippancy ill becomyig Ijic more dignified traditions 
which they have dispossessed. 

My father's study overlooks the curve of the pave- 
ment. As I approached from th?j north I saw him 
standing at the window. He turned away and pre- 
tended not to see me. 

No doubt the poor man had his misgivings too ! 

When I entered the room my stepmother was 
seated in the armchair by the fire^ Even in the 
emergencies of life she occupied the least Uncom- 
fortable position for carrying on her campaigns. 
From the exp''^ssion on the kicc of both I inferred 
that she had been stiffening her husb^d’s courage, 
and p^repared myself to fight, uncertain at first 
whe;^hcr to present a front of jaunty defiance or of 
philosophic resignation to the foes in ^half-hearted 
alliance against me. 

. ‘ Well, sir ! ' began my father. ^ *• 

‘This is a deplorable business, Jphn,' put in his 
wife. 

‘ Deplorable 1 ' I assented. ‘ But ^ needn't tell you 
what a relief it is to feel it isn't my fault ! ’ 

‘\^our^ father has been to the office, John,’ 
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returned my stepmother. * Tell lihri what they 
said, dear ! ’ ^ 

She fixed a keen eye on her husband. 

^Thcj)' told me,’ replied my father gloomily, ^ that 
the whole thing was due to your culpable neglect of 
, duty ! ’ ' 

‘You don’t meat! tell me, sir, that you believe 
that?’ 1 answered. 

‘ Believe it ! ’ ex*claimed my stepmother, ‘ what else 
could he believe? ’ 

‘Your chief further pointed out to me, John,’ re- 
sumed my fath'^r, ‘ that the thing couldn’t be over- 
looked, and that you ’d have to go ! ’ 

‘To go? Of course I shall. But poor old Sir 
Guy ! how badly he wants a scapegoat ! His 
absurd confidence in Fletcher was the sole cause of 
the trouble.’ 

‘ “ Trouble ” ! ’ repeated my stepmother ; ‘ let us 
call things by their right names — robbery, you 
mean ! ’ ^ 

‘ NeVer mind that,’ interposed rny father quickly. 
‘What do you expect will happen, John? Will 
there be a big scandal ? ’ 

‘ NoV said^M.’ ‘It will all dwindle down to an 
error in accounts. Lord Scarbriclge will be per- 
mitted to set that straight. Fletcher will disappear 
under the same august influences which brought him 
forward ! The whole business will be discreetly 
hushed up for the public V^enefit.’ 

‘ But what of, you ? ’ asked my stepmother. 

‘ I ’m the necessary victim. The department 
prides itself on ’its leniency in permitting me to 
resign ! There ’s no pension for me ! ’ 

‘ 1 ’m not so sure ! ’ said my father. 
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^ WJjiy, what* do you mean ? ’ I asked. 

Miasn’t Lawrence Rivers told you?’ said my 
stepmother. ' Anything more gen?:rous I .never 
'jieardL * 

* ‘Lawrence,’ I answered, ‘ told me before he went 

that he had made the best T^arffain^ for me that he 
could.’ * * 

As I spoke, I turned on my stepmother as much 

• of my shoulder as I dared, in ordcfr to suggest that 

her view^s of my conduct left my equanimity un- 
moved. What I heard made me forget even my 
resentment ! • • , ^ 

‘Young Rivers says,’ returned my father, ‘that, 
since he is responsible for your dismissal, it’s his 
duty to make up to you for it. rie proposes, there- 
fore, t6 settle on you in compensation a sum suffi- 
cient to give you two hundred a year for five years.’ 

‘ In other words,’ interposed my stepmother, ‘he’s 
making you a present of a thousand pounds ! ’ 

I found myself floundering in ^ stream of be- 
wilderment. 

‘Why didn’t he tell me!’ I exclaimed. 

‘Recluse he was afraid yoft ’d be^ silly enough to 
refuse!’ cried my stc[)mother. ‘fie is a son any 
womaiVmay be proud of’ 

T^iis shot at me I let pass. 

‘ WRere ’s the money joining from?’ ]► asked. 

‘ My old firm will sec to that,’ said my father. 
‘ Some anMngemy.'nt will have to be made with the 
Squire. I have written^'to Lincoln’^ Inn Fields to 
see what can be done.’ 

‘ I can’t take it ! ’ I said in a b*urst of sincerity. 
‘They’d have kicked me out whether I ^borrowed 
the lAon^y or not.’ 
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‘ Can’t take it ! ’ said my stepmother. * For good- 
ness’ sake don’t let us have any high-flown nonsense. 
You know vefy well people in our position can’t 
afford it ! ’ 

This vulgar attack nfettled me. 

There were questions, I said, involving a man’s 
honour which no woman could understand, especially 
when her own interests seemed threatened. ‘ Do 
you, sir,’ I continued, turning to my father, ‘ consider 
that I have any moral claim on my friend’s bounty?’ 

'Of course you have — there’s no doubt of it. 
As Rivers said;* you would^ do-^the same for him! 
He has spoilt or helped to spoil your career, and 
you are justified in accepting his help. If I were 
a rich man it would be different, but I ’m not. 
There are other claims on me,’ my father wavfed his 
hand in an upward direction, indicating the regions 
where his youngest born was slumbering; ‘your 
friend simply affords you an opportunity of preparing 
for some other profession I ’ 

Here my father took a wise step. Turning to his 
wife he said, ‘ My dear ! if you will leave us for a 
moment I think I shah have no diffr^ulty in making 
John see that there is no humiliation in accepting 
tiis friend’s generous offer.’ 

‘Remember, John,’ replied Mrs. Strood, sib'wly 
rising from *her chair, ‘ that you are not the only 
person to be considered. Some one, I suppose, must 
suppevt you.’ 

.With this parting shot she left us. 

‘A pity you have such an unfortunate knack of 
exasperating yoiir stepmother, John,’ said my father 
as she closed the door. ‘ Her position in the family 
• is not too easy, and you ought to make the same 
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allowances I* do. Her sound common -sense is 
invaluable.’ 

I accepted his reproof in silence* for filiaj* piety 
prevented me from trying to persuade hinf that he 
had married a shrew with a character unredeemable 
by its pleasant physical se*ttin^ in other eyes than^ 
his own. • • * * 

A quiet talk wit^ my father, however, soon reduced 
my pride to a reasonable temperature. 

The ^edge had been taken off defeat by Rivers’s 
intervention. My friend, strongly protected by the 
rampart of entail, ftapjjcd lucrative sources of relief 
which my father maintained I had a right to share. 

‘ In order,’ he said, ‘ that you may have less 
compunction in accepting his *help, young Rivers 
suggested that you should act as his secretary ! ’ 

At this a feeling of relief rushed in on me. 

‘Why on eaith,’ I cried, ‘didn’t you say so at 
first ? ’ 

‘What the deuce does he wanl^ a secretary for ? ’ 
asked my father. ‘You’ll only be in his way, 
especially now there ’s this woman in the case.’ 

‘ In the wa^^! ’• I exclaimevl. ‘ Nothing of the sort. 
I ’ll stand between the dear fellow %.nd ffis follies 
and lave him from himself.’ 

•Then I ran out and sent Rivers a telegram full of 
as«rfiuch gratitude as ^ightecnpence cwld convey. 
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In the negotiation*^ which now opened between the 
Squire and his son,Strood, Muirheaci and King — our 
name still gave a certain prestige to the firm — played 
an important pact, INIy f.thcr, for once bestirring 
himself, went down to Bcckstonc to discuss matters 
with the Squire. Fortunately some property, left by 
the late Mrs. Rivers; afforded the basis for a bargain. 
At first the Squire obstinately refused to yield a 
point. He would be hanged if the young fool got 
a penny if he could prevent it ! IFit even parental 
anger gives way to self-interest. Concessions con- 
nected with his mother’s estate which young I'^ivers 
was empowered to make under certain clauses of 
her will would considerably increase his father’s 
present income. The understanding, Cregr^t to say, 
was not ""vvithcjfL a squalid side, l^dnally, in spite of 
his smouldering resentment, the Squire acceptcgl the 
— '^rms offered, and, finding himself unable to prevent 
his son from rjiising funds on his reversion in oVl^er 
directions, signed an agreement entitling him to an 
incorae adequate to his position as his heir to the 
Beckstone estates.^ 

When this arrangement was definitely settled he 
sent for me. We naet at his club. He had heard of 
my dismissal and the reasons for it, but not of the 
compensation which Lawrence proposed to ^maj<e 
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« 

whenever the cT)mmand of money permitted him to 
give the reins to his (in this case) most reasonable 
generosity. » 

The jSquire stood with his back to the five, big, 
^urly, and bluff, looking at me suspiciously with his 
little twinkling eyes. * 

^Strood,’ said he, '►I understand* my son got you 
kicked out of your* office. It's like him! Every- 
Jihing he touches turns to mischief!^ 

‘ I had^to resign,’ I answered. ‘ No one is to blame 
except the system which wanted a victim.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ retur^ied 4he Sciuirc.^-. ‘ You ought to 
have come to me.’ 

‘ The — ch — unfortunate misunderstanding,’ I 
pleaded, ‘ prevented me from — eh-^ 

Whilst I was hesitating for a suitable phrase he 
cut me short. 

‘ Don’t talk to me, young Slroocl ! Misunder- 
standing? Am I to see my son get himself kicked 
out of his College and advertising kimself all over 
the country at the skirts of a married wom^n old 
enough to be his mother, and take it sitting 
down ? ’ . • 

‘Of course you’ve every right to* sa5\what you 

think, sjV, but ’ 

But he refused to hear me. 

‘ N^^abby talk, Stroo^ ! Just listen what I ’ve 
to say. What do you suppose will come of this 
bu-siness with Mfs. Leighton?’ • 

^ o • 

‘ I don’t know, sir ? ’ ^ , 

‘ Nobody else does eifher. He can’t marry her if 
he wanted to. Leighton will take good care of 
that I She ’s ten years older than he is. In the 
natural <|ourse of things he’ll get tired* first. I 
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don’t want to see him making a fool of himself, and 
I ’m even now prepared to meet him half-way.' 

‘ 111 this case, sir,’ I replied, 'there’s no half-way!’ 

'Don’t you believe it, youngster. I tell you there 
is! To break ofi an affair of this kind in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred is only a question of a 
big enough cheque. 1 eM Lawrence from me that, 
if he’ll cut this disreputable business and drop the 
woman, I’ll beat the whole expense. This is my 
last offer — and a damned liberal one, too. Then — 
for they tell me the chaj)’s clever, although I 
don’t believe it.’ — if he ’ll ‘*beh?.ve decently and go 
into law or politics or something becoming his class 
— not scribbling and sentimentalising and all that 
rubbish — well, then, I’ll put matters at Beckstone 
on a footing to which even his confounded imp'udence 
can’t object.’ 

The light flashed on me. The Squire meant that 
if the son would give up Mrs. Leighton that Mrs. 
Dalzell would crease to appear in Beckstone Park. 

'D’you undcr.stand ? ’ asked the Squire. 

‘ Perfectly,’ I replied. ' It ’s . . . it 's , . . generous ! ’ 

‘I should think it was! TelLhi^n I want to see 
him dcccnJi/ married. I can’t live for ever. After 
all, he’s my heir — for want of a better. WHyit’s the 
good of his throwing his chances away among *a lot 
of literary ^en and demirt^ps? If the felloV, had 
only been a sportsman instead of a poet, I ’d have 
fotgiven him anything. I ’m old enough to remefn- 
ber the silly talk about Byj^on. How sick it used to 
make my father ! ’ 

' Pardon me, sir,’ I here interposed, ' but you don’t 
do Lawrence justice, indeed you don’t! His — eh — 
connection with Mrs. Leighton, I assure yji>u, is not 
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of the^ character you think. She is a high-minded 
and honourable woman, profoundly anxious about 
his career.' 

^ ^ No^scntimental nonsense, if you please, sir,' cried 
the Squire angrily. ‘It's wasted on me. The whole 
thing 's a pose ! I f their a|^es ^were reversed there 
might be some excifse foi^ i\, but^as it is it’s only 
cheap cant. In my day a woman who went wrong 
was a sinner ; now she’s only a vestal virgin out of 
place ! ^Bah ! ’ 

And the Squire walked up and down the empty 
smoking-room twico^ before his aiygo’* was sufficiently 
cooled for him to continue the conversation. ‘ The 
last time I sent you to my son,’ he resumed after 
a pause, ‘ I said the message was ffnal. I 'vc decided, 
how'ev*er, to give him another chance. Tell him, if 
he'll diop that confounded woman, that I’ll put 
things at Beckstone on such a — eh — well, footing as 
will satisfy even his airs and graces! If he won’t 
accept these terms tell him he may go to the deuce 
as fast as he likes, and that he shan’t touch d penny 
more of my money than the entail entitles him to ! 
He’ll have to ipt. Beckstone*! Have I made myself 
clear?’ * ^ ^ 

The/e are some men born with claims on our 
obedience which others like myself instinctively 
acc^fft ; of these the Squire of Beckstpne was one. 
It seemed to me that he had a bull-like right to 
graze in his ow*n fields. His invitation to L^^wrlfcnce 
to browse there on eq^ial terms \Yas not illiberal 
‘ At last,’ I thought, ‘*the old man is beginning to 
recognise the merits of his son,’ afid I left him with 
an increased sense of regret, 

Qn line following day the visit to Elcbmbe came 
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to an end. Mrs. Leighton returned to her flat in 
Kensington : Lawrence took up his quarters with me. 

Tl>e few days I now spent with him in the closest 
intimacy made me feel, widely as we were separated 
by temperament, talents, and ambition, that nature 
^intended me for hi^s biographer. Some men are 
born to shine, others to feflect their rays. This may 
have been my case. At any rate I am prepared to 
accept the contempt of those who cannot see nobler 
causes for my apparent weakness than a desire to 
lie under the shadow of a stronger character. T.aw- 
rence’s nature fascinated rtiincc especially on the 
side of intellectual curiosity. It was at this time 
that I fell beyond escape under the spell of a man 
who, however women may have influenced him, 
never, in his dealings with the world, needed the 
support of other courage than his own. 

Moreover, his extraordinary delicacy had bound 
me to him by a new tie. Did he really expect me 
to act as his seoretary.^ Of this I liave never been 
quite sure. When I accepted, or rather when I 
claimed the post, certainly he had no need of me, 
and I, moreover, suspected that. ] hana Leighton 
disapproveej- of the arrangement. The aim of this 
beautiful if unscrupulous woman at this timc'was to 
^s^iaintain her influence over my friend, an object 
which my solicitude for Lawrence’s future comj^eJled 
me to oppose. Perhaps the flicker of embarrassment 
on iiis face, when we met after his return from 
Surrey, was due to her power. 

^My dear fellow,’ he exclaimed, ‘what on earth 
am I to do with a«secretary ? ’ 

‘Wail and see,’ said I, ‘the longer you live the 
more you T1 want one. Even your father set's that, 
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whether you rr^an it oV not, weight of circumstance 
will co^inpel you to be a public man.’ 

This made him serious. ^ 

‘ ‘ You Ve seen my father, then ? ’ he asked eagerly. 

‘He'sent for me,’ I answered, / and this is what 
he said.’ • 

Then, as delicately as I.aoulo^ j^a^sing as lightly ' 
over the reflection.^ on Diana Leighton as possible, 

I gave the Squire’s message. ♦ 

At first Rivers, perhaps wilfully, refused to grasp 
its meaning, compelling me to repeat it undimmed 
by euphemisms. ^ 

‘Your father,’ I said bluntlv, ‘‘seems to think 
you ’re in the toils of a designing woman. If money ’s 
necessary to help you escape h© is ready to pro- 
vide it.,’ 

I still recall his look of disgust. My words had 
dragged down a romance to the gutter. 

‘ And you consented to bring me such a message ! ’ 
he cried. * 

‘What could I do? He is an old man without 
imagination enough to make allowances. Besides, 
you had to know.’ , 

‘ You*sce excuses for my father, then l#^he Replied. 

‘ Excuses, no — that is, yes — there ’s a certain — 
something — on his side one must see. Your friendship# 
with Diana Leighton may be as innocent as it is 
possible for such relations to be, Lawrence, but can 
you expect the* world your father represents to «ee 
it in that light ? * I assured him that Diana Leighton 
was a high-minded, ifnselfish woman, profoundly 
anxious that your career should be a worthy one. 
But he scoffed at the idea. If, he said, your ages 
werc^revj^rsed there might be something in it, as it 



94 MR. JOHN STROOD 

was he saw nothing but cant. ’ In his c?ay, he declared, 
a woman who “ went wrong was regarded as a sinner. 
Now she looked upon — he meant, Lawrence, among 
the p^^ople who admire you — as a vestal virgin out 
of place” — his very words.’ 

‘And you let him say so, John?’ Rivers asked, 
white with indi^raLo‘n. ^ 

‘ I had to. It was he who refused to listen to me. 
After all, there is, his side to the question.’ 

Then there was a pause. Lawrence remained in 
deep thought. It seemed to me that he was plung- 
ing beneath the surface of things for the motives 
below. 

‘I’m to drink at a very filthy stream,’ he said at 
last. ‘Do you kiiovv, John, you’ve missed his real 
meaning.’ ^ 

‘I think not,’ I answered. ‘You’re to decide 
whether you’ll give up i h'ana Le’ghton or him for 
— well, for what he ’s giving up.’ 

‘Just reflect for a moment,’ he said. ‘ My father 
had to be driven and bribed before he consented to 
come to an arrangement with me. Where’s the 
spirit of indulgent reason which you are trying to 
see b««iind^j, his* conduct here, John? You little 
understand him. His offer is a move in a cunning 
game. Behind the bluff prejudices of a sporting 
squire, all you and others see, the most inv :^terate 
malice is concealed. I am the one being whom he 
ha^ never been able to frighten or subdue. The 
proposal he has made through you is only one more 
move in the unnatural cjuarrel between us. It’s a 
brutal blow. It takes for granted that my relations 
with Diana Leighton are unspeakable ; that the 
beauty and tenderness of her character, her generous 
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unselfishness, her daz 2 !ling gifts are the common 
equipnfent of vulgar and greedy harpies who batten 
on the credulity of young men. He^ makes me a 
self-indulgent fool, Diana a creature of the basest 
jilstinct^ ; he ignores all that is bqst in the souls of 
men and women whom the white light has touched. 
Can you doubt what my ansvyer fnivfc^t^be ? ’ 

‘But surely, Lawrence,' I protested, ‘you don’t 
imagine that your father said what^ he did with the 
object of insulting you and lowering Diana Leighton 
in your eyes.’ 

‘Yes, I do,’ said he. 

‘You are wrong, Lawrence,’ I went on. ‘ I ’m con- 
vinced you arc. There is a strange perversity which 
compels you to see behind human cjumsiness motives 
which are not there. You grope in the depths for 
what is floating on the surface. Your father’s pro- 
posal, after all, is one which nine men out of a 
hundred would make to their sons under the circum- 
stances. You are too subtle. No man respects you 
more than myself ; forgive me if I ’m not blynd to 
your weaknesses.’ 

‘ Is it a weakness,’ he asked, ‘ to see more clearly 
into your own aft'aifs than others cam? 1 und^''stand 
my father as no other man possibly can.' But what 
you mi!)take for a clumsy effort at reconciliation is 
in reality a stroke of spite. When I was a child I 
have*knovvn him turn tht same base wea*pon against 
my mother. Bvt we’ve said enough. I will wgte 
to my father. A house divided against itself such 
as ours is safer without an intermediary ! ’ 

Then he left the room, and we did not meet again 
till night. Probably he called on Diana Leighton — 
for he kqpt no secrets from her — and I suspect that 
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the letter to his father was inspired by counsels 
given by that strangely fascinating woman. ■ 

It was now clear to me that, if I hoped to enjoy 
Lawl'encc’s confidence, I must adopt some consistent 
policy, for I could not help fearing that the man 
who, had not hesitated to sacrifice his father for a 
woman would, witn even less compunction, for her 
sake throw over a friend. In spite of his keen in- 
tellect Rivers wq,s open to impressions that left less 
imaginative men untouched. If, therefore, Diana 
Leighton’s influence were destined to continue, it 
would be well for me to endeavour to direct it wisely. 
A woman who is* a selfish fool is unmanageable when 
her weakness has centred her happiness on the con- 
stancy of one man. Her lover’s friends, if they 
thwart her whims, are made the object of her jealous 
suspicions. They are tolerated only so long as their 
flattery is pitched in the right key. 

But howev'er little Diana Leighton allowed reason 
to guide her, she was no ignoble soul. It is difficult 
for a man to be sure what a woman thinks of him. 
Still I had reason to hope that she respected my 
loyalty. l\Iy unselfish anxiety for Lawrence’s future, 
therefire, least afforded room for our rival claims. 
Moreover, if I were secretly jealous of her iyufluence 
^which I was only so far as I feared it might jeopar- 
dise his career), there was no reason why a »->voman 
of her intelligence and knowiedge of the world snould 
di:ead the effect of mine. It was ^rue that when I 
first saw her I had been rash enough to give her a 
warning; but the strain o'f»magnanimity which ran 
through her char^acter had prevented her from telling 
Lawrence what I had said. She might have stabbed 
me in tha back ; she spared me because believed 
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in thc^ sincerity of my friendship. My fears on 
Lawrence’s behalf, therefore, were modified by a 
reluctant respect for her character, as well as by my 
admiration for her beauty. What sort of alliance, 
tfien, was possible between us? I determined to see. 

Soon after this talk with *'Lajvrcnre I called on 
Mrs. Leig’hton whom*- 1 foimd in tli’e* little drawing- 
room overlooking t}\p colourless quadrangle formed 
by the group of buildings which ]>:id lately sprung 
up on the site of an old orchard garden near 
Kensington High Street. 

Our conversation open^xl in a neutral key. 

‘ What melancholy prospects people who live in 
London are content to look on,' she said, when I had 
found a seat facing the window. 

‘ Oncp,' I replied, glancing out into the arid court- 
yard still grey with the dust of recent building opera- 
tions, ‘once an old mulberry-tree stood there. I 
remember when I was a boy — we lived on Campden 
Hill — seeing the lawn stained with *^he red berries 
pecked by the thrushes.’ * 

These childish memories I intended to provoke 
her sympathy. 

‘ They ‘might have left the tree,’ shc'sai.^l^ ^ 

Then fftiere was a short silence. She was waiting 
for me to begin. 

‘ Howis Sylvia?’ I asked. Sylvia was^ her little 
girl aged eight. ‘ I Ve heard so much of her from 
Lawrence’ (this was true), ‘but have never seen heiV 
‘ She’s in the GaVdens with nurse,’ she said. ‘ She 
is fond of Lawrence.’ 

‘ He’s devoted to children,’ said I. ^ 

‘ He’s devoted to Sylvia,’ said she. 

‘ Is that /Sylvia ? ’ 1 asked, glancing at the’ photo- 
* G 
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graph of a pretty child in a white frfick, with a bow 
in her hair. 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ \Vhat a darling ! ’ 

I don’t know "whether this was tact, but it was 
intended for it. Beru on conciliating the mother, 
I knew no bettdf path -than the ancient way. 

‘ Lawrence,’ \ continued, ‘ ha^ such a happy way 
of winning confrdencc.’ 

But she looked at me quieth', and her eyes 
seemed to sa}', ‘ W’hat arc yuii driving at?’ 

I made a rush for it. 

' Wliat has happened,’ I resumed — ‘ I mean my 
bad luck at the Ways and Means Department — 
has made a great change in my life, Mrs. Leighton. 
My intimacy with Lawrence now promises to be 
greater than ever. You know he has appointed me 
his secrctar)'. Of course there ’s not much for me 
to do }'et, but there will be soon, for nothing, I ’m 
convinced, car keep him out of public life. 1 was 
of sdme use to him in the Fifick campaign. Perhaps 
it was that that made him think of it.’ 

‘ His desire to confer a benefit hi the least un- 
acceptabj-^ manner had, I think, still more to do 
with it,’ she an^%vered firmly. 

I felt the stroke. 

M kno^v,’ 1 answered; Lstill I’m only ''copying 
Lawrence’s methods in sparing my own pride. He 
did Jiis best to compensate me ; h’ln doing my best 
to compens^jte myself! P^orgive me, if you can, 
‘Mrs. Leighton.’ 

Her smile dismissed my nervousness. 

‘Sometimes,’ she said, ‘you seem to understand 
him.’ • 
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‘ I^must tr/ to if vvfc'retoget on, I replied; ‘but 
none of us can be sure we Ve right in judging others. 
Do you remember the last time we njet ? ’ 

‘Yes. At Oxford/ she replied. 

* ‘ If*you had repeated what I said then Lawrence 

would never have trusted nte again., His friendship 
would have been Ipst to* inc, I>u't you were mag- 
nanimous, Mrs. I^eighton. You spared me. It 
seems to me that I ’m intended*to be Lawrence’s 
friend. He is surrounded by a hundred dangers 
that he can’t see ’ 

‘That he despises, y^u mean,’ she broke in. 

‘ No, no,’ I replied hastily. ‘ If isn’t that — at least 
not exactly. I simply mean this. Lawrence is a 
man of genius, I ’m a man of — rway I say business? 
— wi^h a romantic side. 1 1 is is the rarest nature 
I have ever met. You know, Mrs. Leighton, what 
sacrifices I have already made in the cause of this 
friendship. Such a man as Lawrence is not in- 
tended for you or for me ; a side*of him — perhaps 
not the sMc we see and love — must be give?i to the 
world. Your power over him is now the strongest 
influence in his life. Don’t pse it to brush me out 
of the* way. Wliy cannot we be 'alli'^^vS^P ^o man 
needsA' unselfish friends more th<in Lawrence will, 
Thenl are many ways in wfiiich I can help him, a^d 
you :oo. I ’ve come here to-day to offer you all 
I have to give.’ * 

She watched me with the deepest interest. 

‘In such a bargain,’ she said, ‘a woman cannot 
say what she thinks.’ • 

‘ Leave me to gue.ss it, then/ I apswered. ‘ Because 
I love Lawrence, I ask you to let me be your 

friend.’? 

1 
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She held out her hand witn a ^enferous lopk in 
her eyes. I raised it to my lips and kissed it. 

In this movement a cold-blooded critic may see 
evidence of a theatrical nature, but I give my word 
of honour that no. man ever kissed a lady’s hand 
with more simple honesty of purpose than I did 
'Diana Leighton’s. , ^ 

‘ Thank you with all my heart,’ I said, ‘ for trust- 
ing me. Y(ui shaU never repent it.’ 

Then I left her. 



CHAPXfiR.XJ’ ■ , 

• • « 

The lives of few •nen bear microscopic inspection. 
In our struggle to attain happin(?ss most of us^are 
compelled to crawl through dark places whither 
malice follows us. Dignity presents to the world 
only one side of«us. • JUit there is another side, 
suspected by our friends and denounced by our 
enemies, but only known to our secret thoughts. 
The hidden springs of conduct aTe not easily traced 
to their sources. Respect for humanity forbids us 
exploring too ruthlessly. Charity should guide the 
judgment of friendship. I am, therefore, compelled 
to pass lightly over the relations of Diana Leighton 
and Lawrence Rivers, partly because to judge 
them in cold blood as a not uncommon prolTlem of 
life would be misleading, but chiefly because one 
who admired Ihe* character* of bo^th as deeply as 
I did, ,'^Veads lest his caredess handling may shift 
their Aory to the vulgar plane of intrigue. I was, 
moreever, sedulously kept outside a secret wlii(^i 
I Ivid no right to sha^e. Naturally !• formed my 
own opinion. 

Leighton, fro*ni whom his wife was separaJ:ed by 
the consent of both, refused her Ihe liberty she 
claimed. Faint whispers of renewed negotiations 
now reached me. ‘ One never kntw how a woman 
might <|hange her mind!' Leighton is reputed to 

have said. He for one was determined not to give 
1 101 
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his wife a chance of a second mistake. Of^this 
situation Diana Leighton tried to make the best. 
With(!>vit denying herself the pleasure of constantly 
seeing Lawrence, she now resolved that the. world, 
which began more and more to fix its eyes on the 
})rilliaht young ‘man should have as little visible 
cause as possible for censure. Knowing her posi- 
tion and her temptations, her friends, who were 
many, ^vere charitable ; but no shield could save her 
from the malice of vulgar minds. 

It was not till the spring of the following year 
that Rivers’s affairs were settlco’, and that he was 
able to assume in London the position to which his 
prospects and talents entitled him. My duties as his 
secretary, hitherto nominal, now became regular. 
Lawrence took chambers near Whitehall oil the 
Thames Embankment, overlooking the river. In 
order to be near him, I found a couple of rooms 
sharing a similar prospect in a decayed but still 
imposing house ill Adelphi Terrace. 

Here, one bright April morning, just as I had 
breakfasted, he came to see me in answer to a letter 
written ^the day before, in which ^ had said, half 
playfully, yi^t with a sense of jmrposeful earr. 'stness, 
that since I was ?eceiving his pay, he must <ct me 
‘'^■jull my weight in his boat,’ ^ * 

He stood »by the window , and looked out ou'^the 
river. The tide, nearly high, was still flowing. A 
line oC barges laden with fodder followed in the 
foaming wake of a squat and^ sturdy tug. The sun 
shone on the edge of the froth curling from the 
clumsy hulls, the dnehored craft on the Surrey side 
rocked in the swell. In the smoke-stainCid mists 
above three gulls were wheeling. Beneath Jheir 
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wing\ the mfirmur df London floated like the 
breathing of a monster endowed with half articulate 
life. 

‘What a view!’ I exclaimed, little thinking the 
impression he was gathering wou],d be embodied in 
his wonderful poem ‘London,’ published a few 
weeks later in the Tliree Kjjigdomi Rcvieiv. • 

‘ Magnificent,’ he answered. Then he quoted : 

Calm was the day and through trembling air 
Sweet breathing Zcphyriis did softly play.^'^ • 

‘ Spenser’s “ Prothalamion ”? ’ I inquired, proud of 
my knowledge. * « 

He nodded thoughtfully, his face bent on the 
shining glories of the river. ‘ The governess made 
me learn the poem before 1 was 'sent to school. It 
goes bn, you know — 

‘“At length they all to meriy London came, 

To merry London,, my most kindly nurse.” 

‘Who would think of calling J.ondon “merry” 
now? Yet Spenser was right. The sea-gj-dls up 
there in the smoke wreaths feel it. There ! I heard 

one call — • 

• * * * 

“gSweet Tha*mcs 1 run softly, till I*cnd my st-ng.”’ 

‘ Ypu mustn’t think of ending it yet, Lawrence/ 
said i. ‘ The public is only just beginning to listfn.’ 

•t was thinking of# the book of fiocms which 
was to appear next week under the title (Diana 
Leighton had# suggested it) of Cypress and ^pple 
Blossom, , • 

‘There are worse sacrifices to our vanity than 
occasional verse/ he said. ‘ Bdt never mind that, 
John.^ I’ve come to say that if you’re so bent on 
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‘'pulling your weight'' in my boat, that yju’re 
likely to have a good chance of splashing before 
long.' 

‘ Hgw ? ' I asked. 

‘ You ’ve heard of Enfield Blythe 
Of course I had. His name was never out of the 
^papers. ^ 

‘ The agitator, reformer, or whatever he is ? ’ I 
asked. * The inan^thc Nonconformist papers call the 
“ Friend of Righteousness ’ 

‘ Yes. But even the newspapers can’t make him 
ridiculous. You know, John, I’ve been thinking of 
trying to get into the Hou.se. Ifarold Syme, who is 
member for Redburn, talks of retiring. lie has had 
enough of it, and thinks I might trot in in his cast- 
off shoes. Blythe is dead against it. The ma\i who 
buries himself in the House of Commons, he says, is 
“done for.” lie ends in becoming '‘a melancholy 
unit in a commonj)lacc mob!” His convictions 
change “ into bloodless dogmas in a dull game whe re 
nothing counts except heads ! ” ’ 

Here I protested, for it had been my ambition to 
see Rivers in Parliament. Blythe, I s^n'd, who had 
tried practical [)olitics and failed, Ws no auBiority 
on them. Y'ou mirht, I argued, as well try to ^ wake 
people up by tracts as by Anti-Greed Leagues.J 
’'But Lawrence pulled me up. ^ 

'John,’ he "^aid, ‘you are ^5ne of the men wlio 
expect a reward for all human effort. Parliament 
is the panache of the middle-class mini!.’ 

Xhen to test him, I said: 'We are a dull people, 
so we have a stodgy Parliament. It serves our 
purpose and reflects the national temperament.' 

'My poor, John,' he answered, ‘you've ea\en of 
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the rl^ot which blinds ‘the understanding. Does it 
even reflect yours ? * 

'Pale p^its of it do, Lawrence. Intake what it 
^ives because it ’s the best it has.’ 

. ‘ “ Tlic best it has ! ” ' he repeated scornfully. ‘ We 
accept the second best in ev*eryjhing — in literarture, 
art, and thought. P.arliairwe;it* is ifne temple where 
sacrifices arc made ty mediocrity. The God of “the 
man in the street” is its divinity. T 4 ie only theologies 
ft teaches are new means of acquiring wealth ! ’ 

‘Well, we’re compelled tj,’ I insisted. ' Lnless 
we are cunning and sharyen our teeth and claws our 
rivals will cat our heads oil? ^ 

‘ O worshipper of the great Grocer God ! ’ he ex- 
claimed, ‘ your leaders would mal'^e life a bagman’s 
playgrqund. War all over the wc;rld would be a 
thousand times less brutalising.’ 

‘ Don’t you hear the curlews calling over Locksley 
Hall, Lawrence?’ 1 here asked slyly. 

He laughed. 

‘ Let them call then ! ’• he answered. ‘ The Inain 
fact about English life at the present moment is 
that dullness gets to, the top. J^a carncre est 02iverte 
d la bctise^! Low-Thinking and higli-living are the 
result, /i^ut underneath all this is a great inarticulate 
spirit — i!hc spirit of the race which produced Shake 
speare, Shelley, and Nelson, the spirit ^which has 
flung incomparable lights on the darkness of the 
world. To-day fv^e ’re ruled by second-class ipind^ 
and a press to malch. The result is amorphous 
force which, for want of A better name, we call public 
opinion — a thing of threads and patches. Do you 
mean to Jell me, John, that England can produce 
nothing better than this ? ’ 
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‘ I ’m not sure/ I said. 

‘ I am. Whilst the scum on the top is worshipping 
successful gre/^d, somewhere under the surface are 
glowing the same fires which made England the 
England of our poets ! ' 

^ ‘ “ This liap'py bribed of lucn, this little world,’’ ’ 

I quoted ironically, 

* 

‘ “This precious ^tone set in the silver sea ! ” ’ 

« « 
^ I ’m a little tired of the alliteration/ he answered. 

^ Perhaps we have had it too often/ I assented ; 

‘ but you forget, Lawrence, j“hat^ the Juiglish people 
have their religion.' 

‘ f lad, you mean. They Ve only the husks left’ 
‘Fairly solid husks, all the same/ I urged. ‘In 
any case, discontent with what we see about vis isn’t 
a policy.’ 

‘ But it might easily become the spur of one/ 
he replied. ‘Enfield Blythe is leaving his League. 
He has written vo me to ask me to take his place.’ 

‘ Bht the Anti-Greed League is absurd,’ I in- 
sisted. 

‘ Absurd, possibly, but if PZngJishmen arc to con- 
tinue to be a ruling race, they mifst learn t^e duties 
of the highest citizenship. Enfield Blythe’s^tnistake 
<.vas to begin at the wrong end.’ I 

‘ You mgan,’ I said, ‘ with the masses? ’ 

‘Yes. The “poor blin^ mouths” can onfy be 
tfiucljed by example. Their only ideals are, and 
must be, to apj)case their hunger. The probiem is to 
save the classes from the grdedy rich who are tempt- 
ing them to go tio the devil by the meanest roads.’ 

‘Then/ said I, now deeply interested, ‘//ou have 
some sort of a policy?’ 
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‘Y^/ he repeated, ‘the policy of the Higher 
Citizenship.’ 

Nothing, ^'he went on to explain, cottld be gfore 
remote /rom practical issues than the pursuit of 
fhe Higher Citizenship. A seat'in the House of 
Commons could not promote tl>it.^ The sense of 
the civic virtues only* awakens at critical moments 
in the national life. • It blossomed at the time of 
tile Spanish Armada, unlcbs foolisti professors h^d 
taught him history in vain ; it was active during the 
agony of the Napoleonic wars. But after 1815, under 
the narcotic of easy* prcApcrity, ^his sense went to 
sleep, and though its slumbeis have been troubled 
by dreams whenever nervous national shouts have 
disturbed its quiet, no trumpets haVe ever been loud 
enough* to awaken the people, whether blown by 
poet, philosopher, or divine. Whether this slumber 
represented senile atrophy or national dullness the 
future alone would show, meanwhile it was the duty 
of every man with a soul above thd flesh-pots and 
the money-bags to try to rouse the dull giant into 
activity. Theic weie many who thought as he did : 
collectivplyvthci sjxjutings m’ight effect something, 
but in the scattered cries of scolding and expostula- 
tion thp voices were wasted. Yo?i might as well 
explode crackers to burst a rain-cloud ! In organises 
efforir, in a volume of effort, deep, penetrating, and 
sincere, lay the only hope. 

Thus Lawrenc^' Rivets explained his views.whrte 
I listened. It was this conversation tlvit sunny April 
morning to which the movement that he finally lecl 
was due. 



CHAi'^rER XII 

The publication '"of Cv/>rcss a?id Apple Blossom gavo 
Lawrence Rivers, ‘ among those of his contem- 
poraries who had chosen verse for their medium of 
expression, the phice his ^originality, his courage, 
his lyrical powers, and his many gifts undoubtedly 
deserved.’ 'This quotation from the article in the 
Trhnestrial Reviezo was one of the many which, in- 
tended to Hatter, greatly annoyed Rivers. 

‘They’ve said it of a dozen other writers within 
the last three years,’ he complained. 

This was ungrateful, for to no man were the news- 
papers a better friend. All of them discovered in 
his work ‘ a modern note struck by none of his 
rivals.’ His now famous ‘ Ode to the Great Grocer 
God,’ a^.vulgar divinity created by^ Rivers tq ridicule 
the proHt-and-loss theories of life, hit the public like 
a hammer. ‘ NTiver was satire more vigorous or 
ti-eserved condensed into briefer space!’ exclaimed 
one admiring critic. ‘Hero,’ he added, ' Saevak In- 
di^naiio shows all her shining teeth ! ’ 

By«a fortunate accident the book appeared in the 
same week as -the notorious case ended in which the 
directors of the Cosmopolitan Stores Company were 
acquitted of fraud on the grounds of ignorance and 
incompetcncy. A leading journal, under aiseverely 
worded article suggesting a miscarriage of justice, 
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printeV the poem to enforce the moral it was striving 
to teach. A run on the book was the result. In 
four weeks ten thousand copies were solcj. Lawrence 
had now become, in the words of the leader-writers 
W^lo provide the public with phrases he loathed, ' a 
force to be reckoned with.’ <• 

A number of causes wer^ ^workiilg to encourage 
the little group of agitators ‘suffering,’ as the cynics 
constantly repeated, ‘ on the political side from the 
artistic temperament,’ to make a collective effort to 
spread the doctrines of the .lighcr Citizenship. I 
saw the seed sown, and I saw the sower at work. 
During eighteen months ‘it wa.<? my privilege’ — 
there’s a sad echo in the words now — to act as 
secretary to the association derided by scoffers as 
the ‘ An^ti-Grecd League,’ of which Rivers was the 
moving spirit. At the offices of our ‘ League of 
the Higher Citizenship’ I sat daily from lo to 5 
(Saturdays excepted), answering letters, distributing 
our ‘ literature,’ arranging lectures. Earnest men 
all over the country began to support us. At se^me 
points we even stirred the ‘ serious people,’ for the 
churches an^ ckapels, suspectin^g that we were tres- 
passing o’n their domains, entered info some Sort of 
alliance with us. VV^e were, they si€d, seeking the 
same object by different roads. Might not better^ 
results be obtained if we worked together? This 

•• If ^ • 

question was put at the meeting in Exeter Hall, 
where the Bishop of Buckwater took the chair> 
supported by Dr. Hendon Barker and other ‘leading 
lights of Nonconformity.’ It was thus that what' 
was at first a purely secular movement acquired an 
ecclesiastipl wing. It was to this alliance and the 
controversy which resulted from it that the* League 
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acquired its national importance. The secret nistory 
of the quarrel I now propose to tell as simply and 
fairly as affection for my friend and esteem for 
Diana Leighton allow. Let no public man say he 
is secure till he is safely married, is the lesson taught 
by 'this portion of La\\rence’s life. 

The situation was pow briefly this. Rivers was 
still under the influence of Diana Leighton. He 
made no decision and took no step without con- 
sulting her. She acted, as he once said to me, as 
another half of his brain, stirring him into activity 
and suggesting issues for his pent-up thoughts. 

All profound mtimacies springing in the first 
instances from passions, emotions, instincts, affec- 
tions, or from whatever combined sources love 
grows, must be affected by time. The erosion of 
three years which had passed since Lawrence Rivers 
left Oxford had made his mind more tolerant and 
his will less rash. There are insistent facts which 
We prefer to consider as non-existent although we 
grow daily more conscious of tlieir influence. 

Three years, three steps from the golden centre 
of youth, had left their mark on Ciapa Leighton. 
There were streaks of grey in her thick brown hair ; 
the look of anxiety in her eyes had grov^n deeper. 
To me she seemed as beautiful as ever, but Lawrence 

c 

Rivers, generous and chivalrous as he was, had 

come under Diana’s spell when he was a boy. 

‘Possibly something had ripened in him prematurely. 

Neither artifice nor culture drive out nature. The 
1 

change is there though we refuse to recognise it. 

‘ Nothing lasp but friendship/ I heard him once 
tell her. ‘ Time wears out every other ser^iment’ 

As h6 spoke, the scared look grew in Diana’s 
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eyes, ’ind I felt that he had flashed on her one of 
those warning signals which precede a storm. 

‘ Tout cassoy she replied, "tout lasse, tout passe !* 

‘ Yes,’ he repeated, ‘except friendship.’ 

Were new claims, I wondered, gradually unloosing 
this predominant tie? Wa^ the disparity of their 
years making itself /elt? .'J'hcrc ifre streams which 
the strongest swinjmer cannot stem. Lawrence 
Rivers was a man for whom temptations lurked at 
every turn of his brilliant path. Ilis incommunicafele 
power of attraction — a po\/cr of which he was him- 
self unconscious, for vanjty never laid its ugly finger 
on him — grew withliis growing flame. On one side 
was a young and singularly handsome man, a poet 
of fearless character and lavish, endowments, the 
driving force of the National Idealist movement 
although born in the impressive centre of territorial 
dignity and opulence ; on the other a greedy world 
anxious to stifle him with its flattering incense. 
Society might laugh at Rivers for* ‘ what he was 
trying to do,’ but wh® could despise him ? The 
social side of his popularity, always great, had grown 
with the f^yihi»on of the moment. It was here that 
Diana •Leighton’s* kingdom was first thrJiatened. 
Could .she expect a man eight ^'ears her junior 
permanently to acknowledge such a sway as hers^? 
As I looked on from without at the ^movements 
stirring about them, uncertain whither they were 
being borne, I doubted. Diana had made a friend 4>f 
me, at first perhaps because it was wise, but finally 
because she liked me. •Was I not as far as possible 
in the confidence of both? But in ^he affairs of men 
and wolnen who knows where conflict begins or 
jealousy stirs ? • 
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After the first M'nfatuatioft ’ as her friends#^alled 
it, Diana Lei^qhton, finding that her liusband refused 
to give her t^c release which her conduct claimed, 
altered her attitude towards the world. Whatever 
she may have fek for Lawrence Rivers she strove 
to hide under a platonfc veil. 

Might not a eleven woman help to the utmost a 
young man of acknowledged genius many years her 
junior without ir.curring the censure of society? 

Was the man her lover or was he not ? 

The women wIjo liked her — and she had many 
friends — said ‘ No.’ What the others said I need 
not repeat. The“ entanglement, however, was an 
obstacle to Lawrence’s career which his friends 
thought unnecessary. These critics Diana Leighton 
was determined as far as possible to disarm. Her 
caution grew as he came more prominently under 
the public gaze. What may be overlooked in a 
lyrical poet is less easily pardoned in the conduct of 
a national idealhst, and the malicious did not fail to 
wonder how far the ethics of the Higher Citizenship 
were practicable in Lawrence’s relations with the 
lady with whom his name \vas constantl}: associated. 

An intrigue, they said, was an* intrigue however 
dexterously managed. Lawrence Rivers Jivas not 
oply a poet and a social reformer, he was also heir to 
the Squire^ of Beckstone, and, in spite of himself, 
a man of fashion. Society, as time went on, began 
tc wonder why ‘ Rivers didn’t marry.’ 

‘ You had better ask Diana Leighton,’ answered the 
s*cornful. ^ 

Here was the weak point in his position. 

Among these voices one of the shrillest^was my 
stepmother’s, who put the worst construction on 
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what she had heard from my father. No one had *a 
greater horror of irregularities ’ than this lady of 
stern principles. We had all, she said ^(and she^said 
it too often) an example to set. From the man 
iDcnt or? teaching the duties of tke Higher Citizen- 
ship we had a right to expect a l^amcless life. 

Of course I proU'sted. ♦My stepmother’s reply * 
suggested that I w^s paid to do so. ‘ Naturally 
you’re on Lawrence Rivers’s side?, John,’ she said, 

‘ but then I know what the Squire thinks.’ 

‘The Squire thinks just wliat he wants to think,’ I 
replied. ‘ 1 only see ^twojcindred spirits working in a 
great cause.’ 

Here my stepmother smiled. 

‘It’s a pity they’re of differe/it sex,’ she said. 

‘ As yoji know, John, I ’m as anxious as you to make 
the best of it. Don’t I call on IMrs. Leighton for 


your sake? Still, as a wife and a mother, I doubt 
whether I ’m justified.’ 

‘Justified!’ I retorted indignantly* 

‘Yes, John, justified, she repeated. ‘ Therd‘’s a 
price for all irregularities, and I’m afraid I’m not 
doing my c^ity to society in^ helping this woman 
shirk hc'rs. Kithet* a woman’s reput*ation i^f above 
suspicion (;r it is not. The world H see about me, 
John, isn’t one which can afford to relax its mor^l, 
standards to suit the convenience of certain men.’ 

‘ If,’ I retorted, ‘we are*to measure the conduct of 
such a man as Lawrence by the standard set up foe 
the governess and the curate, we may as well pull 
down thp blinds at once"' Rivers is a man of extra-* 
ordinary gifts. Diana Leighton was the first to see 
and encolwage them. We’ve no right to seek baser 
motives than these.’ 
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‘Mrs. Leighton came between the Squire ai^ his 
son/ said ro^ stepmother. ‘ No really good woman 
would have done this.’ 

‘You can’t sacrifice everything to an old man’s 
prejudices,’ I replied. ‘Besides the Squire ^is out- 
wardly reconciled.’ . • 

• ‘ Why, John ’ -die Incj^ircd lyaliciously. 

‘Why? Because I.awrence’s reputation gives the 
Squire a sort oL reflected glory,’ I replied with 
conviction. 

‘ That ’s not a fair thing to say of the Squire. 
As he said the other day, “ You can’t expect 
me, Mrs. Strood, to throw the first stone simply 
because my son has got into the hands of a design- 
ing woman.” ’ 

‘ Did he say “ designing woman ” ? ’ I ^ asked 
suspiciously. 

‘No, his language was much coarser, but it is 
what he meant.’ 

I here infcrr.cd that my stepmother was ac- 
customed to ingratiate herself with the Squire by 
abusing Diana Leighton. Nettled at this I shot 
the usual arrow and declared that women were 
jealous' of Diana Leighton’s influence over Law- 
rence. P 

‘Jealous, John!’ she retorted angrily. ‘What 
paltry nonsense ! As though any honest woman 
would be proud of that sort of influence over any 
ijjan 1 Fortunately it is an influence that can’t last. 
She ’s ten years older than he is. ^ Unless she dyes 
her hair, as i suspect she will, she ’ll be grey in a 
couple of years. How much will you give for her 
influence then ? Don’t talk to me 1 I know what 
men are-^-and women, too, for the matter of that’ 
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Hctc I fled and lcft«hcr master of the field. 

The battle showed to what malice^ Diana was 
exposed. ^ 

Unluckily the relations of Lawrence and Diana 
Leighton had a morbid attraction for my step- 
mother that made itself fcK beyond the dom'estic 
circle which her own^exam^dc ’kepf so pure. 

Some months after the famous meeting in Exeter 
Hall where the League of the Higher Citizenship 
nrst acquired the support of the Churchesj a differ- 
ence of opinion arose on the question of our policy. 
The Nonconformists accepted our views for the 
strengthening of the national** character in all 
essentials except their practical application. 

A close study of the forces working behind the 
national spirit abroad had compelled Lawrence to 
accept the view that a citizen’s first duty is to learn to 
bear arms for his country. This he adopted at the out- 
set merely academically, because he was not blind to 
the risks to the League. So long, however, as this 
primary duty remained •a vague doctrine our Non- 
conformist siip[)orters made no objection. Under 
some circumstances Dr. Barker admitted military 
training* might become a national bbligati 3 n. He 
also made some bland referenc(?s to the heroic 
soldierly spirit of CromwcITs Ironsides. Wh<^, 
however, Rivers insisted that if a citizen’s first duty 
were to bear arms, it became the task of the State 
to teach him how to fight, this wing of the League 
refused to follow *lis. Mr. Rivers’s view, Dr. Hendon 
Barker declared, led to* the most blatant militarisriA 
The application of this principle would lead England 
away fre^n her noble historic path, 'and convert the 
first friend of civil and religious freedom into a 
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partisan of the methods of 0<^esarism and tyranny. 
The controversies at our committee meetings grew 
heated. The Bishop of ihickwater, who was in the 
chair, in order to prevent a s[)lit in our ranks, moved 
that the subject was still too unripe for us to con- 
sidei^ whether it should become part of the League’s 
teaching. This \^as carjmd. The victory, so far as 
it went, therefore, was with Dr. Ikirker. Lawrence, 
who hated com[U'Oinise, was anno^X'd. ‘ When you let 
in the chapel,’ he said, ‘the chivalry of the shop- 
parlour comes in too.’ This bitter saying was re- 
ported to Dr. Ikirker, who regarded the voice of the 
shop-parlour (of which he was the most popular 
spokesman) as the s[)iritual voice of the nation, and 
he was stirred to great wratli. 



CHAPTER Xlll 

• 

,How easily little trains of unintentional malice njay 
be laid and exploded in *^he darker ways behind a 
man’s public life ! To my stepmother’s family there 
was a Nonconformist branch, and in this serious circle 
she and Mrs. Hendon Barker had become acquainted. 
Calls were exchanged, and the ladies met occasion- 
ally at fancy fairs and in other* spheres of charit- 
able activity. These amiable relations were not 
affected by the controversy in the League of the 
Higher Citizenship, although naturally my step- 
mother took the side of the heir of Beckstone. She 
had no fear of militarism. Ever^ man, she con- 
sidered, ought to be trained as a soldier. What was 
so attractive as a military bearing? Plumes, red 
coats, mo^iita*chcs, ^abrctasch^s, and^ all the panoply 
of war, appealed to the taste of a whose favourite 
spectacle was a Guaids’ parade. In the discussion 
whii:h now arose on this subject I ha\e no dqiii‘:>t 
that* my father’s wife ^gallantly bombarded Mrs. 
Barker with martial arguments. She respected the 
Church, but she* loved the Army ; in a great empr^s;. 
such as ours both were equally necessary. Had 
the controversy been kept to the attractions of 
militar}^ career, no harm would ^have been done. 
Unluckii^, dangerous fields were explored. They 
touched on morals, and the relations of* Lawrence 
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Rivers and Diana Leighton! IVIy father is my 
authority for this. 

‘Here/ I -imagine my stepmother declaring, 
‘ bci^in the induences which I deplore. () Mrst 
Barker! if we co’uld only free l.awrencc Rivers 
rfrom this entanglehumt, he might become a great 
national leader ! ’ ' 

‘ It is (mr duty to try,’ her fricl^id replied. 

It chanced at this time that a very able book 
entitled Coiscripticn or Natio}ial Collapse had been 
written b\' General Sir Charles Reid, K.CMk, a cousin 
of Diana’s father. J'rom thrs w( -'k Lawrence Rivers 
had quoted in order to confront the volu])le but 
hasty arguments set forth at the League meetings 
by the reverend doctor. When tliC controversy 
finall}’ found its wa\' into the press, Lawrence again 
turned to this authority with crinhing effect. The 
general, foreseeing such arguments as tho^e reck- 
less!}’ brandished by Dr. IHrker, had reduced them 
to absurdity in anticipation. 

Inadvertently the Doctor had made use of the 
very phrases invented by the general for this pur- 
pose. A trap had cauglit him. No (uie submits to 
ridicule in the public press witli equanimity — not 
even a popular Nonconformist divine. In some 
hw'^t, therefore, the Doctor sought a telling re.^ort. 
It was suggested by his of)ponent’s private conciuct. 

Probably he took counsel with Mrs. ILirker before 
launching it, ‘Might wc not assume,’ he asked, 
‘that Mr. Rivers’s dangerous teaching was due to an 
infected source? The author of Conscription or 
Collapse was ur^cle to Mrs. Leighton ! In spite 
of our best intentions, we all of us take our colour 
o - e'^udronment.’ 
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Finding the hint ti^o obscure, Dr. Barker went a 
step further. 

^ Until JvTr. Rivers escapes from the^toils a woman 
has woven around him,’ he repeated to other leading 
members of the League, possibly^* in words suggested 
by my stepmother, ^hc can*hav<t no claim to ^peak 
for us. At present his chic/ aim is to lead us in the 
ways chosen for usiby our enemies.’ 

^ I^'rom the tide of malice whit:h flowed through 
my ears, however, Lawrence was protected by his 
powers of swaying the o{)inions of all who came into 
personal contact wi/h l’ym,and fur a while he ignored 
the nature of his opponent’s attacks. \\ hilst the 
most generous minds ever allowed him the widest 
latitude, the meaner sort whis|#crcd that the time 
had oome for him to choose between the lady and the 
League. 

What was working bjjhind the open discussions at 
our meetings, Diana Leighton was the first to dis- 
cover — how, I have failed to ascertain. Whispers 
may have reached hef tlirough my stepmotner, an 
adept in conveying what she called ‘ unpleasant 
truths und(fr the.covcr of r;rtless statement. This 
energetic lady w^s the only person in touch with 
both a’lRagonists in the quarrel.^ Lawrence’s views 
reached her from me, whilst Mrs. Barker might ^ell 
have represented tlw)sc of her reverend ^spous<^o an 
acquaintance so anxious to hear them. However, it 
little matters tvho flashed the signals whiclj Dia.’j^a 
Leighton read.* 

I was sent for and questioned. What did it lall 
mean ? 

'Hasn’t Lawrence told you?* I asked, with an 
assumptien of cheerful ease, • 
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‘ He says that you have let in the spirit of the 
shop-parlour. But that isn’t an explanation.* 

‘ No?* I ass^ented doubtfully. 

' Besides,’ Diana continued, ‘ I ’m not sure that 
Lawrence knows.’ ^ 

‘ Why not ? ’ I asl;ed. ' 

‘ Because there'’ arc soi;ne things they daren’t tell 
him.’ 

We were now on the fringe of the subject which 
by common consent she and I had tacitly agreed 
never to approach. 

In proportion as I had been^ admitted into the 
friendship of the clever and generous woman — for 
whatever her enemies may have said of Diana, I 
never once knew her guilty of a mean thought — it 
had become impossible for me to wound her feelings. 
I helped to hide her, as it were, from herself. Per- 
haps I lacked the courage or hardness of heart to 
do my duty. At the outset, four years earlier, I had 
shown a bolder Lout. But since I had been brought 
unue?*a double spell. Lawr-ence dominated me on 
one side, Diana on the other, till unconsciously I may 
have accepted the theory that certain *cbosen souls 
are sent^lnto the^ world to be a law unto thbifiselves. 
However the retations of these two may have 
‘ shocked ’ the moralist of the shop-parlour, they did 
noL’:^hock me : rather, their joint brightness helped 
me to see a way to regions oL thought which my 
own unaided imagination and wea-ker powers of 
rfight could scarcely reach. I am Viot a poet, but 
my association with these tWo gifted beingj^ gave 
me glimpses of a radiant world which faded from 
me whenever I m'^sed their light. To be accepted 
as one worthy to breathe their diviner air, even 
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now seems the most gli)rious compliment. My very 
affection for them, therefore, blunted the weapons 
with which otherwise I might have helped them. 
Had I attempted to persuade Diana Leighton that 
she wal ruining Lawrence's caroer, I knew that I 
should be shattering the gi^aciojfls kingdom oPthe 
mind which they ha*d jointly buift. Nevertheless, 
the sentiment that n^ade me hesitate how to answer 
was not selfishness. • 

‘ Perhaps,' I said at last, ‘our elements are a little 
unkindly mixed.' 

‘ I low ? ’ she asked. _ 

♦ * ^ m 

‘We ought to have ascertained how far the 
Barker gang would go with us before taking them 
on, but the excitement of Exeter Hall was too much 
for us.’* 

I meant to raise the usual veil of dust. Her 
words blew it aside. 

« 

‘ If you are my friend,’ she said, ‘you will tell me 
whether it is an}’thing to do with mo’ 

‘ What on earth have* you to do with it,’ I asTced 
desperately, ‘ except that you arc a relation of the 
general wh» helpecj Lawrence to “ score off” Dr. 
Barker?*’" * ’ * ' 

I saw her doubts growing in her^yes. 

‘You mean,’ she said, ‘that Dr. Barker and 
his friends believe L ’rn the evil influence betffnd 
Lawrence ? ’ » • 

‘ It means thart they want to capture the L9ague^ 
and turn it into ah engine for party politics.’ 

‘ Novv I understand,’*she said. ‘You warned me 
years ago at Oxford.’ 

She was facing the facts ! She ftpd dragged me 
into the light where the worst shapes are ‘seen. A 
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panic seemed descending on*hcr, sliding down from 
the still grey November skies without, filling the 
fanriliar roovn with gloom, and her fa(;e with the 
wi.'^t fulness of vanishing beauty. 

‘ Brutes make the worst of everything,’ I went on, 
compelled to speak by*the appeal in her eyes. ‘ But 
it’s too late now. enemies are at the gate. 

You can only fight them.’ 

What ’s the w^orst they say? ’ she asked. ‘ Don^t 
Sparc me. My head has been too long in the sand. 
You encouraged me to keep it there.’ 

‘You can guess the wo^st,’ I said. ‘You know 
what I think — what your friends think. That’s 
enough. Lawrence would never have gone so far 
but for you. Loo^k at our side of the picture.’ 

‘ No, no,’ she answered. ‘ 1 ’vc lool^ed at it too 
long. I ’ve had flattery enough — especially from 
myself. You were right, at first. I’m spoiling 
Lawrence’s career.’ 

I made no aitswer. 

‘ Is that what they say?’*she asked. 

‘ Something like it,’ I admitted. 

She rose from her, chair, went to the window and 
opened it. The familiar smell df London — autumn 
damp tainted with smoke — drifted in. 

, ‘After all,’ I urged to comfort her, ‘notlung’s 
chariged.’ , ^ ^ ^ 

‘ Except summer to winter,’ s\ie answered. ‘ Thank 
you for sparing me for so long.’ 

Then I left her. What occurred between them I 
can only guess, but on the following morning, just 
as I was about to start for the League offices in 
Victoria Stree^', Lawrence rushed into rhy room. 
What had I said to Diana? 
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It was not easy to rei*nembcr. 

' I told her/ I said at last, ‘ that the I^arker gang 
arc bent orf capturing the League, and* she infefred 
that shc^was the weak spot in your armour.’ 

‘And you let her think that, John ! ’ he exclaimed. 

'No, I tried to prevent jt.^ ^ But what has 
happened?’ • 

‘ Diana left home 4ast night for Rome. At last 
tjiey have frightened her off the Afield. I’ve jv^ 
seen Iharkcr.’ 

Rivers’s face was white vdth anger, and I guessed 
that the forces working behind t^ic open councils of 
the League had become articulate at last. 

' You know what they ’re saying then ? ’ I said. 

‘ I always knew. Now 1 ’m going to Rome to 
bring I'fer back.’ 

And he went. But I knew that lie was obeying his 
sense of chivalry and n^t the claims of his love. 
And Diana Leighton knew it too, and he came back 
without her. * 



CHAK TER ^XIV 

Who shall say where affection and admiration end 
and love begins? All 1 know is this. From Diana 
Leighton Lawrence Rivers gathered impressions 
which his intellect amplified and his enthusiasm fired. 

There are in my possession copies of a few of 
Diana*s letters throwing light on what seems 
obscure in their conduct. How obtained it is 
needless for a secretary to explain. One of these, 
written at Rome after her refusal to return with him 
to London, shows how the spirit of self-sacrifice, 
dormant for so long, had been awakened by what 
she^had heard irom me. 

‘ Those who depart from the beaten track,’ she 
wrote, ‘too often tread on thorns. John Strood 
with his odd little withered smi?e gave me, the first 
warning. You shall tread them’ no longer. Whilst 
I am in Rome and you in London, the worshippers 
of the little Grocer Gods can only blame us for .what 
we have done, and not for wh? : we are doing. Your 
present, at least, will be free from their blight. And 
rremember this, Lawrence, I am not deaf to the 
claim of the dumb strong hours. Alas! every 
melancholy birthday brings its warning. Time, on 
the side of c;rcumstance, is against me. X^Hiat sad 
woman with gr^^zled hair can hope to fight this fell 
alliance?' I held my ground till grey-haired reason 
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bid me retreat! My triumph is in the past. To-day 
I can only hamper your future. You say I have 
helped you, brought out the best of you, quickened 
your youth, taught you that action is the noblest 
poetry oT life. You even pretend, sweet flatterer ! 
that your very patriotism spPaiig«from the seed^ I 
planted ! Well, for tjie cogifort of my own heart 
I ’ll believe it. From Jvome f ’ll watch wliat you are 
doing in London. No, no! return* was impossible^ 
Now at least no one can say, ‘‘ Let Lawrence choose 
between the lady and the League ! ” . . .’ 

On the next portion of my friend’s career it is 
most painful for me to dwell, because it has become 
so closely associated with my own. But thoin_^h my 
own dignity is here at stake, my^ determination to 
tell the .truth at all risks will not allow me to seek 
personal security in the dark ways of misrepresenta- 
tion. For the necessity compelling me to drag my 
own affairs into this record of my friend’s life, it will 
be acknowledged that no apology is accessary. Un- 
fortunately the one would lack coherence but for tifb 
light which the other throws upon it. I do not think 
that I am a v'dn mag, as too many biograi)hers have 
been. Had I bcoi the victim of ‘this weakness, 
I should never have retained (so l5*ng as I did) the 
confidence of Rivers, the friendship of Diana 
Leigly;on, or the resptfct (gained in spite of heap^elf) 
of that woman of st»mg* character, my stepmother. 
The revelation that I am about to make at the 
expense of the fendercst emotions in the human 
heart, ;vould have ov^erwhclmed witli shame a 
student ^f character less courageous t^an myself. 
The confession is made because my’^ebt to history 
is greater than respect for my own dignity. •Heroism 
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displays itself in the least suspected places. The 
‘ withered smile ' which Diana Leighton derided does 
not, always spring from a withered heart. What 
matters if John Strood appear ridiculous, if a clear 
outline of the character of Lawrence Rivers is given 
to ihe world ? 

My stepmother, fo >yhom I have endeavoured 
throughout to do justice as a moving force in the 
.Strood family, had eclipsed the influence of my 
father. An extremely intelligent man, he had used 
his shrewdness to spare himself trouble. The place 
he left vacant his wife filled. In her nursery, at 
the top of the little uouse in Mayfair, there were now 
two children, my half-brothers Charles and Henry. 
When Charles was born my taste for arithmetic 
tempted me to remark to my stepmother, then 
enjoying the dignity of first motherhood with an 
austere complacency which seemed to say, ‘ After all, 
I’m worthy of higher things ! ’ that, by the time my 
‘ baby bn^ther \ came of age, my own years would 
nJanber fifty- five I i 

‘ When that arrives, John,’ she answered, ‘ I shall 
hope to sec you a grandfather.’ 

^ A grandfather on my income * ’ I protested. * Oh 
dear!’ 


‘Please don’t complain of your poverty, John,’ she 
sard;: ‘it’s vulgar, and rernin^Is me of extravagant 
stockbrokers in bad times.’^ ^ 

This comparison was scarcely- happy, for as 
^Lawrence’s secretary I was receiving two hundred 


pounds a year, and another two hundred pounds as 
servant to the League. The first had become almost 
a sinecure, but the last entailed considerable labour. 


My financial situation naturally coloured my reply. 
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‘You know what my^income is/ I said. ‘So far 
I haven’t been compelled to ask my father to supple- 
ment it.’ 

‘I’ve not^ forgotten that, John, and shall take it 
into con.sidcration.’ 

I had become so used to patronage that I didn’t 
wince. For, after all,, why ;^hould vie? Tlierc are 
some natures born to scatter ’condescensions, others 
to pick them up with humility. Moreover, marriage, 
wi\h my father entitled Mrs. Strood to exercise over 
me the modified maternal authority which she quite 
naturally usurped. When, therefore, she generously 
recognised thi\t I hao abandone(^ all present claims 
on my father’s purse, I also ventui*{ d to hope that 
her approval of my good conduct yaas not intended 
for its sole reward. This view further conversations 
on the same subject strengthened.' 

‘ If,’ she said one day, when we were taking tea 
in her boudoir (a little room at the top of the house 
next to the nursery, whence I could overhear my half- 
brothers at their childish* sports), ‘if only LawreucOr 
Rivers were as steady as you, John, he might do 
anything.’ 

‘ Perhaps*’ said I, ihe would fee, if hb had a% weak 
a digestion, and were compelled to ?lrink hot water 
with his meals. Lawrence’s vitality is always at full 
bla‘'t,l3ut 1 ’m compelk|:l to economise mine. Ilyv. it 
ever occurred to you ^h. * conduct has much more 
to do with the strengtn or weakness of the stomach 
than the moralists*admit ? ’ 

My stepmother flinched at the wor3 ‘ stomach,’ 
although ^she was acquainted with ladiec not afraid 
to call a spade by its ugliest name, ‘ 3 ,n(F before she 
had recovered from the faint shock, r had cKplained 
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my meaning. ‘ Too much eijccitemcnt makes me ill. 
It only drives Lawrence’s energies at higher pressure. 
Besfides/ 1 ^dded, ‘ I take morals as I find them. 
For me they are ready made. Lawrence has a 
morality of his own.’ 

but my stepmother interrupted me, the discussion 
seeming in doubtful tastrC. 

‘ I dislike this wild talk about morals, John,’ she 
’^^id firmly. ‘ All ihe improper philosophy in the world 
will not make me believe that we can change our 
morals as we can change our hats — to suit the 
weather.’ 

‘To suit human requirements, rather,’ I insisted, 
anxious to broaden her views. ‘ liven the institution 
of marriage may undergo changes in the future. 
Indeed, tlic more I study current social phenomena 
in America and England, the more I ’m persuaded 
that its permanenc> is threatened.’ 

‘ Nonsense, John, nonsense,’ she replied ; ‘ I don’t 
believe what you say, and I know you don’t expect 
me to believe it. Anything that weakens the 
marriage tie will ruin the race which encourages it. 
The might of the British empire is *ooted on its 
sanctity. Listen to those darli::gs how hrippy they 
are.’ (The babies were uttering vague sounds be- 
tween tears and laughter whose meaning a mother 
alone could fathom.) ‘ I neveS' listen to their lovely 
voices, John, without feel/ng ‘his. Indeed I never 
go iqto the nursery without regretting the number 
of eligible young women and men who pretend to 
find happiness outside this natural domestic centre. 

‘ But how,' I asked, ‘ can a man hope to marry on 
a doubtful tou^ hundred pounds a year which any 
turn of the wheel may take from him ? I’m full of 
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domestic tastes. Nothing would give me greater 
pleasure than to have a wife who would prevent me 
from eating things which didn’t agree with me^and 
lift me out 'of the dreariness of clubs and the melan- 
choly of lodgings. I ’m not a bachelor by design, 
but necessity. The women fling# themselves at the 
head of such men as I.^awrci^cc— yoi\ should see some * 
of the letters they write him 

‘ Disgusting ! ’ interrupted my stc’pmother. 

^ ‘ Possibly, but there they arc all the same. I never 
had a love-letter in my life, and who on earth wants 
to marry a little secretary with no money and a 
weak digestion ? ’ ’ 

My obvious policy with my stepmother was to 
make the worst of my case, and J did, for 1 wished 
her to ^sec that when my father died I had every 
right to share with her babies. ’ 

‘You do yourself the greatest injustice, John,’ she 
replied, guessing my purpose, ‘not, I ’m afraid, from 
modesty, but from a sort of perverted viinity. Marriage 
is a very solemn state, 'but it is one which ever5r< 
virtuous man should aim at entering, and you are 
that, John, T assuine, in spite of your wild talk I 
Now witiV this in vjew, John’ *(here fny stefftnother 
smiled), ‘ I should like you to regard me really as 
your own mother.’ 

‘ Ridiculous ! ’ I ex(?iaimed. ‘ I look at leas^ ten 
years older than you ! ’• * 

‘ But I can’t forgdc,’ she replied with her ^most 
winning smile, ‘ thfit you are five years younger.’ 

(I wa^ six.) 

‘ Fortunately,’ I returned, ‘ there are t)ther things 
than years which count. You can nwe^ be old.’ 

My stepmother bridled and said, ‘John, you 
I 
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mustn’t flatter me ; but perhaps I do pick it up from 
the dear children ! ’ 

She meant the spirit of eternal youth with which 
I had crowned her ! 

‘ But,’ she resumed, ‘ as I said just now, your future 
is the subject of infy most earnest thoughts. Need I 
say how much it would -add to your father’s happi- 
ness and my own if we could^ see you happily and 
‘prosperously matfied ? ’ 

This conversation at the time merely amused me. 
We had had so many like it. 

But experiments with marriage arc as dangerous 
as playing with matches. Who knows where the 
spark may fall ? The human heart is full of dangerous 
combustibles. From this even mine, in spite of the 
‘ withered smile,’ is not, or should I not rather say, 
was not free? 

When, a few weeks later, my stepmother said, 

‘ I want to introduce you to Charis Darley, John,’ 
I little suspected the troubled world which she was 
tempting me to enter. 



CHAPTER XV 

( / 

Xhere is something mysterious in names. Un- 
known, they convey no definite impression, but 
later, as we associate them vith the human attributes 
they identify for us, t*iey V)ften cev<er whole kingdoms 
of thought or feeling. Take tlie names of tlic great 
dead at haphazard. The word UShelley’ or ‘Dar- 
win,’ catching the reader’s eye in a newspaper, con- 
veys at' a flash visions of lyrical beauties exquisitely 
expressed, or vast regions of knowledge heroically 
explored. Names have Iheir magic and stir within 
us elements of feeling never realised till we stir 
under the spell. 

I can hardly believe that once the name of 
Charis Darley scarcely moved my curiosity to 
wonder mho she was! > . , 

‘ Miss Darley,’ my stepmother reiplied, ‘ lives with 
a widowed aunt in a charming old house on the 
CheljT^ea Embankment./ 

I fu-rther learned that the aunt was a Mhs Leigh, 
and her niece, daugh^ir of Mrs. Leigh’s late brother. 
Colonel Darley, who had died of enteric fever at 
Naples. 

‘But "why I’m so anxious to introduce you to 
Miss Dat»ley,’ continued my stepmother^* is because 
she so badly wants to know you. aB mires your 

work.’ 
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‘ What, on the League ? ’ I -asked. 

‘Yes. She and her aunt are members. They’ve 
both taken up. That ’s why Charis Darley wants 
to know you. The fact that I was your stepmother 
gave me a reflected glory in her eyes. She’s quite 
,a girl, twenty-on^ or thereabouts, and extraordinarily 
good-looking.’ 

‘ What ’s she like ? ’ I asked.'' 

* 

‘ Tall, with a beautiful figure and the loveliest eyes 
and hair ; slie ’s exceptionally well educated and of 
independent means.’ 

‘ Few daughters, o/ Eve are sp well endowed,’ said 
I playfully, ‘ but how is it that she hasn’t married ? ’ 

‘Not for want of chances,’ said my stepmother, 
‘but she’s the soi't of girl who expects men to do 
things, you know.’ , 

‘ And I ’ve done things,’ I reflected. 

I was becoming more interested. 

‘ As you know, the emancipated young woman 
who smokes cigarettes with her back against the 
mantelpiece,’ resumed my stepmother, ‘ is a type I 
loathe. But Charis isn’t a bit like that, l^ut she ’s 
coming^ to lunch on .Wednesday, so you ’J1 see for 
yourself.’ ^ ' 

I went to lunch, and I did see for myself. 

But why waste words before making the plunge. 
Th^ truth must be told. Why bang the old , erotic 
cymbals? Dew and fire, rose.^^and lilies, and all the 
frail comparisons feverishly clutched at by lovers in 
all ages, will, avail me nothing to paint her. A man 
has feeling and a man has words, but in lovothe last 
can be no j^easure of the first. There are^ states of 
mind that stiergi to lie in wait for our souls and spring 
on them* like a tiger on its prey. That day, in my 
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stepmother’s drawing-rpom, the passion seized me 
with its unutterable grip of delight and wonder. 

‘ Have yoi^’ my heart asked me, ‘ been# rcservcdf for 
this?’ 

‘Do tell me about the League,’ ‘she said. ‘ Which 
side will win ? ’ . ' ^ ^ 

‘ Our side,’ said I. " 

Her hair was severe,! shades too dark for ripe corn, 
h^r eyes — but this is not the place, nor am I the* 
man, to write epitaphs on the graves of wasted 
raptures. On J,hese walls the trophy of the bio- 
grapher’s heart mus^ be hung ! The temple is 
built for other votive tablets. But out upon these 
metaphors to evade truth ! This is no journal of the 
emotions of John Strood ! It is* enough to admit 
that ho fell in love and, as it seems now, at first 
sight. O triple fool ! What a fate for a philosopher 
and a man of letters — though the less philosopher 
and the meaner man of letters he if he tell not the 
truth! Henceforward I must beebme the mere 
machinery that records.' Although my heart be 
crushed and torn under the wheels, my understand- 
ing shall ,‘^tand outside and work the engine. 

When Miss Darlc'y left and my f^ither was out of 
the room, my stepmother took me gently in hand. 
What, she asked, did I»j think of Miss Darley ? 

‘ Sl\p ’s very beautiful! ’ 1 replied. ^ > 

My stepmother nodj.lcd approvingly, and informed 
me that the young lady had been greatly impressed 
by my conversatioln. 

‘ Wha>t did she say ? ’ I asked eagerly. 

‘ She was much struck by your loyalty ao Lawrence 
Rivers, and said such generosity had oecome very 
rare,’ replied my stepmother. ‘ Mind you (5all soon. 

) 
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If you don’t she’ll be disap^polnted. I dislike to 
speak too openly on such matters, John, but one 
musit take the world as it is, and there is a practical 
side to life which those who seek happiness and at 
the same time desire to do their duty as good citizens 
cannot afford to iief^lect. You, I could see, much 
admired Charis Darley. ^ Charis Darley admired you. 
From such simple beginnings the highest happiness 
"often springs. Tray do not misunderstand me or 
imagine that I ’m a vulgar matchmaker. You are 
an eligible bachelor of small mean^ but, if I may 
say so, picturesque position. Charis is a young 
woman with a fortune of her own.’ 

^ Verlmm sap ! ’ said I. 

' What does that mean ? ’ she asked hastily. 

‘That I’ll take the hint,’ I answered, ‘and I’m 
grateful to you for it, mummy ! ’ 

When we were on e?,sy terms I called her 
‘mummy,’ and she rather liked it, although she 
preferred to be addressed as ‘ little mother ’ in public, 
' accepting it as evidence of her sweet graciousness 
towards her stepson i 

Soon after this my father came back and no more 
was said. In mv dealings with him I had found it 
convenient to pass through the gates guarded by his 
wife. Thus we were spared any painful conflict and 
enabled to confine our conversation to the iniouities 
of the Government, the app;^lling weight of local 
taxation, or similar matters oi nd family moment. 
For my father knew that I thought he ought to 
make me an allowance, and I knew that he expected 
his wife to dive him against all filial raids. He had 
an affable power of benevolently looking in the 
directioris which my interests did not touch'. 
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On the evening of j:he day on which I had met 
Miss Darley, I saw Lawrence Rivers without men- 
tioning her name. Our instincts operate in sptte of 
ourselves, and under this silence some subterranean 
force must have been at work.* For Miss Da/ley 
had spoken enthusiastically 9f •L^awrence’s powers 
and of ‘his splendid attccnpt to stir the nationaf 
conscience.’ But the, weakness which man calls love, 
^ven before we are conscious that we are under it 5 
power, subdues whole regions of the mind to the 
tyranny of sel^i^ Those who stray into this irrational 
kingdom are watched s^ispiciously as trespassers and 
interlopers, and the keeper’s name is Jealousy. As 
I listened to Miss Darlcy’s praise of Lawrence Rivers 
I was conscious of being little pkased. I wanted to 
talk of something else. Instead, therefore, of telling 
him of the beautiful and enthusiastic admirer who 
knew his poems by hearty I persuaded myself that her 
existence could be of no 'possible interest to him. 
He lived in an atmosphere of female* adulation. The 
brilliant and generous-minded Diana Leighton hact 
left London for his sake. Why should Miss Darley 
be allo\Yed to add her tribute to this tide of flattery? 
I decided to prevent it if I could, ^for the gfrl’s sake. 

Two days later 1 had my first interview with her 
alone. The sweet ppison filled my veins. I walked 
Loijdon with a vision before my eyes.^ T^e last 
days of October were \ipon us. The leaves were 
dropping from’th?^ trees; overhead, in dim skies, 
soft patches of* blue looked down on the turmoil 
below ; the troubled* horizons of the streets were 
lost behind a delicate haze — the c\arming azure 
sister of the unborn November fogs. ^It was on one 
of these pensive days that 1 folind my way to 

I 
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Chelsea. The gulls were already sweeping over the 
river ; on the trees in J^attersea Park on the other 
side the autumn tints were shining in subdued glory 
under the pale sunshine. The leaves of the plane- 
trees, fluttering down one by one to the pavement, 
Jay in soft yellovy patches, and made me think of 
the lover in Rossetti’s poc'in, ‘ The Blessed Damozel ' 
— perhaps because the poet’s i^anie vainly tried to 
give dignity to the mean efforts of the builder in 
red brick which I had passed on my way. 

And there, looking across the pviV' flow of the 
river and the waning autu-niiy was the pleasant 
Queen Anne house where Charis Darley lived ! The 
charm which drew me was interfused with the 
silvering world without. 

My heart beat as \ rang the bell ! 

Miss Leigh was out, but Miss Darley was at 
home. I followed the servavit across a small square 
hall, with the firelight dancing on the white panelled 
walls, up an easy staircase to a beautiful room over- 
looking the dying beauties of the plane-trees and 
the soft river mists. On the white panelled walls 
were huqg a few water, -colour diawings; V ere was 
a rose-pink carper') on the floor ; the furniture was 
Chippendale, and on a small slender-legged table in 
a bowl a mass of late roses was basking in colour. 

As u ru^'C a room leaves no impression on me ; 
but on that the ancient spell h®.d fallen. She had 
sat in 'those chairs, trodden that carpet, arranged 
those roses, mused before this^ same landscape with 
the gliding rivyr and bronzed-edged boughs ! ' 

I looked a, 30 ut me with a sense of ex'quisite 
pleasure till siidc^nly my eyes fell on a large framed 
photograph of Lawrence Rivers. The handsome 
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clean-shaved face gazed at me over the bowl of roses 
in the familiar masterful way It was an excellent 
likeness, bujt, to the thoughtful, fearless pyes, the firm 
sensitive mouth, the thick dark hair, there seemed 
to cling an unconscious air of ownership! Had I 
set out in secret to discover a rfcw world only to 
find that Rivers already rul^d it? 

What was he doing, here? 

^On Diana Leighton’s meintelpiece the same photo- 
graph stood, but here its presence seemed a threat 
diffusing acrosj^Uac pretty ^oom a feeling of unequal 
rivalry. ^ • 

I was still gazing at the portrait when Miss Darley 
entered the room. 

‘Sit by the window, Mr. Strooil — we’re so proud 
of our view,’ she said after we had shaken hands. 

I took the armchair to which she pointed. Over 
her shoulder the portrait , watched me. 

Then for a few minutes we talked of trifles — the 
weather, London in autumn, the pl^y she had seen 
the night before — the tMk we wade through in a 
first attempt to cross the plains of acquaintance to 
reach th^ legions where friendships arc formed. I 
felt that she was l^elping me over ^lie groui?d, for I 
had little to say concerning tlie weather or the new 
play. It was the stojry of a woman still beautiful, 
who, booking back at her vanished youth, ^sud^lenly 
discovers that all the higher prizes of life have been 
missed. Then reflection steps in. Had she started 
with the experience which the years had brought, 
how easily from this fcittcr and wasted knowledge 
might t*ie foundations of a happy li?c have been 
built. ^ 

‘ St jeunesse savait !' I murmfired <5^mpathetically. 
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When she rang for tea I found myself talking 
easily enough. i ^ 

‘Many wojnen regretted their vanished youth,’ I 
said, thinking of Diana Leighton, ‘ and men too. 
Lopking back, the best of us arc chiefly conscious 
of the “ undone va^t.’’ * Probably the hero of Brown- 
ing’s “ Last Ride ” found something to regret even 
in that thrilling perforniance.’ 

‘To regret,’ she answered, ‘ yes, but only because 
it could never, never be repeated.’ 

Then I looked at her beautiful face radiant with 
the vitality animating it, and longed to know what 
her soul was like. vVhat spirit was shining within 
this lovely case? But a woman’s personality — the 
thing that flashes or softens in her eyes, that com- 
munes with herself befoic the glass, and becomes a 
faint spark on the soft thresholds of sleep, has been 
created to evade the deepest researches of man. 
Has the clear soul of the young girl, as the poets 
have seen it, any existence outside their dreams? I 
think some such doubt even then must have risen in 
my mind, for I said, ‘The regrets on which you will 
look back, then, will be those that come of accom- 
plished ambitions ? ’ 

She smiled as she answered. 

‘ I ’ve only one ambition — tcjget the best that life 
can give me.’ 

‘With that,’ said I with clumsy sincerity, ‘ nature 
has dpne its best to endow you. ‘ 

She frowned a moment, gave rfie a swift glance, 
then smiled again and let my uncouth answer pass. 

A voice mfirmured within me : ‘ Hear he ' ! She 
asks the best Think what you have to offer in her 
markets!’ Td still' it I flung it a platitude: ‘Of 
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course, Miss Darley, it depends on what you call the 
best/ * 

‘ The best/ she repeated, ' the very very best. The 
world s higlicst happiness ! That 's my best ! ' 

^ And’do you hope to get it ? ' L asked. 

' I 'm not sure — but I shall cl:atch as much as I 
can. A little must rg^main in my gfeedy fingers.’ • 

‘ Does the happiness whi’ch moralists assure us 
grows from unselfishness, come within the range of- 
your desires ? ’ 

* Something like it does romanticised and senti- 
mentalised — tfie ‘sacrifice for something worthier than 
one’s own claims. Mrs. Stri^od told me that you 
had sacrificed everything to help Lawrence Rivers.’ 

I felt the poi trait watching mp over her shoulder. 
It seemed to say, ' Tell the truth.’ 

‘ I ’ve thrown in my lot with tnc man,’ I answered, 

‘ because I love him.’ 

Here the portrait prevailed. 

‘ How splendid I ’ > 

The cry made my heart thrill. 

‘What sweet flattery!’ said I. ‘ I wish I deserved 
it. It’s true I might have become a worshipper of 
the Grocer God — you know Riveis’s famous^oem ? — 
but when I was very young I fell under his influence. 
He beat the drum an^*^ blew the trumpet, and, whether 
I would or not, I followed in the van. Now^ what- 
ever victories he may ^vin, or whatever battles he 
may lose, I shall «fhare a humble tithe of glory or 
disappointment.* Both my shares will be enjoyed 
in obscurity. Whilst'Lawrence is feasting with the 
Captains I shall be eating biscuit stolen from the 
table in my bed in the attic ! ’ J 

And as I spoke I felt, for|/the first Ume in my 
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life, the enthralling delight of drawing on myself a 
beautiful woman’s whole interest. 

‘You make far too Httle of your coming reward, 
Mr. Strood — far. Mr. Rivers told your stepmother 
that he could never have built up the League with- 
out your help.’ 

‘That’s hardly fair,’ I /^eplied. 

‘ Hardly fair to whom*? ’ 

‘ To Diana Leighton.’ 

Then, even as I spoke, I felt the portrait watching 
me. 

‘ Mrs. Lcigliton ?’ she asked. ^ 

‘Yes,’ I repeated, Mrs. Leighton,’ and saw a 
shadow pa!is over her face. 

‘ Is she very clever,’ she asked, ‘ and charming ? 

‘Very clever,’ I answered, ‘very charming and 
v^ery unhappy.’ 

‘ Why unhaf)py ? ’ she asked. 

‘ Because I ’m afraid, like the lady in the play, 
that she’s looking back on her vanishing youth. 
Before she left for Rome, I heard her say her life 
had been a series of defeats mistaken for victories ! ’ 

‘ Of course I ’ve heard of her,’ Miss Darlcy replied, 

‘ but 

Here she broke off. 

‘You mean,’ said I, ‘you k lovv of her unhappy 
marriage ?J 

‘ Yes,’ she said. 

Thejittle word .stopped me dead. A haze of 
doubt seemed to obscure the brightness of her eyes. 
Our talk changed into a less sincere key. Acclock 
struck five, but as I rose to go she said, ‘ Mr, Strood, 
would you do^Tie a favour ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ I ^aid. 
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‘ Please ask Mr. Rivers to sign this photograph. I 
know he must be worh’ed to death by autograph- 
hunters, but perhaps that’s *why I da^re to bother 
him.’ 

‘ He ’ll sign it with pleasure,’ } answered, taking 
the photograph from its frame. ^ • 

‘It’s a splendid likeness^ isn’t it?’ she said — * so 
full of life ! ’ ^ ' 

‘Very full,’ said I. * The born leader telling us 
atl what to do, and never doubting that we ’ll 
doit!’ 

‘I admire that loo[c in^a man,’ she said. 

‘ Some tyrants have had it,'' I returned critically. 

‘ There is a head of one of the C\esars in t*he British 
Museum with just the same look.l 

‘No,* Mr. Strood, 1 don’t agree with you. The 
bust you mean is all ice, Mr. Rivers is all genial fire.’ 

This was true. ^ 

Then she placed the portrait in a large envelope 
for me, thanked me again, and we se^^arated. 

I left the house witli a mind full of disturbing 
elements. Another consciousness seemed enthroned 
within n^e. It had* made me drag in the name of 
Diana Leighton, in the turmoil o^self-cxaSiination 
I could not detect jealousy. Lawrence Rivers, 
moreover, for years hlid obeyed an allegiance which 
I beljevod his chivalry would compel him t<^co5itinue 
to accept. No man ever repaid moral debts more 
scrupulously. But ^ why had I pointed to Diana 
Leighton as a warning? Had I hinted for the 
same ^reason that the seeds of tyranny were con- 
cealed m Rivers? Was it possible that I wished to 
lower him in Miss Darley’s eye^ for her own protec- 
tion ? Were I capable of jealJ[)Usy,^‘ealoiJsy would 
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explain my motive, but I was not capable of it — 
especially with Lawrence ! 

When I Qiet him ixt the League offices on the 
next day, I tested myself. Not a spark was there, 
only a delicate discretion. 

‘Do you mind signing this photograph?’ I 
^asked, producing the ’portrait Miss Darley had 
given me. 

He glanced at it and said carelessly, ‘ Who wan|s 
it?’ 

‘ Only a friend of my stepmother’ ^ answered. 

He sat down at my desk and wrote ‘Lawrence 
Rivers’ on the margin, then, pushing it aside, turned 
to me and said, ‘John, I shall not be able to tem- 
porise much longen! Either I fling Barker into the 
sea, or he makes me walk the plank ! ’ 

‘ Is there no other alternative? ’ 1 asked. 

‘Yes,’ said he, ‘destruction, then reconstruction.’ 

‘ Of the League, you mean ? ’ 

He nodded, ahd I beheld on his face the dominant 
expression caught by the photographer. It chanced 
that we glanced down at the portrait together, on 
which the ink was drying. 

‘ Whde a brute I look ! ’ he said. 

‘ It ’s very like you,’ I replied. 

‘Then I’m sorry for it, John. Apparently I^was 
in th^ “ ’Ercles vein.” ’ 

‘ But you never liked opposition,’ I said. 

‘Nq, I’d rather be ruled by hn 'intelligent auto- 
cracy than democratic dullness. Reason is one of 
the weakest" forces in the national character.* The 
English people must have some one to think for 
them. Thei? political earnestness is quite satisfied 
with presspchat^kT an^ theological wrangling. We ’ve 
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a taste for controversy, but are becoming incapable 
of action.’ » 

^ Isn’t that blank heresy, Layrence ?’ I asked. • 
^Most truths are,’ he replied. ‘Perhaps in party 
government we’ve got all we deserve.’ 

‘ But don’t we,’ I aske(5, r&membering Miss 
Darley’s words, ‘ don’t^we clytcli at t*ne best? ’ 

‘ Most of us in our political* hearts think our Party 
system has provided us with that ! 

But even if our progress is slow,’ I said, ‘ we ’re 
driven by our ow^^ steam.’ 

He looked af me thoughtfully a moment and said, 
‘That’s one of the metaphors* inVented to hide us 
from ourselves, John. We’re smotheicd under moun- 
tains of them.’ 

Soon„ after this he left the office, and having 
carefully packed the photograph, I returned it to 
Miss Darley by ‘ special messenger.’ 

No ; the idea was absurd. How could I possibly 
be jealous of Lawrence Rivers because a beautiful 
girl wanted his autograpli and knew his poems by 
heart ? Rivers for her represented a focus of ideas 
rather than an individual. 

So I trampled dpwn the thought to the recesses 
of my mind. 



‘CHAPTER XVI 

The changes produced by death have tempted 
manufacturers of platitudes in all ages to repeat 
obvious facts concerning the mutability of human 
affairs. For this weakness there is^Lome excuse in 
our youth, when a year seems a solid division of 
time rather than a swiftly-flowing measure of 
months and weeks driven by the Strong Hours. Till 
the first shock comes, a brief succession of fulfilled 
expectations comTorts our unexplored kingdom 
with an illusory sense of permanency. Nature 
enables man to be happy only so long as it permits 
him to indulge his power of ignoring the terms on 
which lease of life has been granted. There could 
have been no human progress if man accepted the 
bargain in the spirit of some of the most sublime 
of his religious teachers. But his acts prove that 
death is the last thing he expects. Even when ill- 
ness has swept us to the dark portals, the sanguine 
human soul still hopes to remain on this side. I had 
seen the’ Squire's health gradually going. Every 
year his burly frame grew more unwieldy in spite of 
his touching faith in the waters of Homburg and 
his trust ill the superhuman powers of a stomach 
subjected to*^ impossible tests. Distrust of. my own 
digestion had driven me even then to drink hot 
water with mr m^^ls. ‘ It makes me sick to see 
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you, Strood ! ’ the Squire said to me the last time I 
saw him alive at Beckst?one. ‘You never give your- 
self a charijce. Hang it, mait ! a fellow can digest 
everything eatable that he isn’t afraid of! This 
infernal humbugging of the^ gastric juices is the 
silliest sign of a feeble age 1 ’ . * ^ 

So to prove the superiority of his own generation 
the Squire ate what .he liked, drj.nk port wine on 
tl^e top of champagne, and expected the annual 
Homburg visit to drive out the insidious foe which 
self-indulgenc^ ^^^mpted tc find a lodgment in his 
blood. ‘ Don’t talk lo sae about, uric acid,’ he said, 
when acquaintances uttered the usual warnings. 
‘The champagne I drink could hurt nobody — nor 
the port either, for the matter of that I ’ 

But the bags under his eyes giew puffier, his girth 
increased, his breathing became an audible effort, 
until one sad Novembeivday, after blundering after 
the pheasants in his own coverts, a chill struck him. 
The old man’s temperature went up, Lawrence was 
telegraphed for, but arrived at Beckstone half an 
hour after his father was dead. 

At the-funcral, at which of course I was present, 
Lawrence made a 'very philosophi'^ chief mourner. 
Their estrangement had never permitted anything 
but a superficial recoitciliation. The Squire in the 
last two years of his life had learned to brag^bout 
his son. Lawrence was ‘li devilish clever fellow, as 
full of impracticaL'ideas as a stable of fliej, but 
a chap with an obstinate temper and an infernally 
shrewioh tongue 1 ’ ** 

Altholigh the Squire professed indeed to be under 
no illusions on this subject, he/:ould never conceal 
the fact that his son’s fame incr^Jased \his o\t^n pride. 

K 
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Lawrence was the first Rivers to get himself talked 
about ! I 

In the conflict betv/een them, if the elder Rivers 
had not won the victory, he had made the best of 
defeat. The two strong and alien temperaments 
had always clashed in life ; death ended the friction. 
Before the displacemeiit of ' things thus caused 
Lawrence was subdued, but he scarcely needed the 
comfort of the letters of condolence which the post 
brought him from all parts of the country. Even 
his enemy Dr. Barker offered him and the sympathy 
which the professor of a str :>ng and simple faith can 
tender to the crcedless.’ 

With these letters it was my task to deal. We 
acknowledged and returned thanks for the stream 
of condolence in th^ Tvnes. One of the few letters 
to which Lawrence replied himself bore the Rome 
postmark and the handwriting of Diana Leighton. 

I have often wondered what was in that letter. 
Some documentary evidence has enabled me to 
guess. 

In a small notebook, in which at this time 
Rivers ^‘otted ^ memoranda so briefly as to be in 
many cases un'ntcliigiblc, the following occurs : 

' Nothing sadder than the repentance of an innocent 
soul. Poor Diana ! There is always “ philosophy’s 
sweo'i ^*lk ! ’” 

May we not infer that^^a change had come over 
his rfiind? When a man ofifens a woman ‘sweet 
reasonableness’ for her comfort love has left the 
stronghold. ‘ Would he at that time have called 
Diana back from Rome? The growth of this 
philosophic mood jin his letters had evidently 
encouraged tt e ‘ ri oentance ’ of which he spoke. 
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But Lawrence’s pencilled note ill prepared me for 
what was now to comcf 

There afe sentiments in the human.breast which 
wear themselves out all the more easily because they 
have talcen root prematurely in the heart of youth. 

After the Squire’s death I \yro*te to Diana urging 
her to return to England.* ‘London,’ I said, ‘is the 
right place for you. ^All your friends are here, and 
ajl your influence. I miss your encouragement in a 
thousand ways, and so do others who need it more.’ 

In the long ?#id friendly letter she sent me my 
appeal was inswer^d Joy a single phrase. ‘Old 
counsellors would be in the way of tlie new Squire 
who reigns at Beckstone.’ 

The change in Rivers’s position gave him greater 
politioal weight. To the reputation won by his own 
efforts as a poet of original talent and a public man 
of dauntless courage, w?;s added the prestige which 
wealth and position carry in a country which expects 
in its leaders something more than genius. Six 
weeks after his father’s cfeath Lawrence was re-elected 
President of the League ; the opponents who had 
threatened to comj>el him to resign now shirked the 
conflict they had® provoked. ' Ilcndoh Barker 

was the last man to undervalue what he described 
as ‘ the solid attribiJtes of rank and wealth ’ with 
whi^h the general shifting of interests foll ^^ pg the 
old Squire’s death had eTidowed Lawrence. 

I too profited J^y the change. The day after the 
funeral my gen'erous friend and patron took me 
asides and, in the most flattering ter.vis, begged me 
to confinue to act as his Private Secretary at a salary 
increased to ^400 a year. 

‘You ’ve done things for me ijohn<{ he said, ‘ which 
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no man has a right to expect from another. You Vc 
saved me from bores, warned me against the worms 
who would ^ting me iPf they dared, and. sometimes 
told me the truth when it wasn't flattering ! Don't 
desert me when I fieed you most.' 

Could I refuse siich an offer? The business which 
his succession to Bcckstonc Park had brought made 
a secretary necessary to a man so impatient of 
details. Hitherto he had paid me £200 a year fgr 
doing little. Now he proposed to pay me ;d400 a 
year for services which otherwistt. he must have 
engaged a hireling to dischange.^ 

‘You might get a better man than myself at that 
price,’ said I modestly. 

He shook his head, smiled, and answered : ‘ Some 
things we can’t purchase, John.’ 

This I knew was true. 

When the Squire’s will was read I discovered, to 
my unfeigned delight, that I had not been forgotten. 
The old man left me .i^^iooo ‘ as some acknowledg- 
ment of the time wasted in the service of his family.’ 
This bequest, strange to say, pleased Lawrence 
almost as much as it gratified mei 

It is possible, inomy uealings with the two Riverses, 
that I had carried diplomacy to the threshold of 
dissimulation in allowing the Squire to believe me 
more em^Lely on his side than was actually the case. 

‘You played a very difficult game, John,’ said 
Lawrence, ^ and you thoroughly deserve it.’ 

‘ I don’t, indeed I don’t,’ 1 replied, stung, perhaps, 
by a pang of conscience. » 

‘You don’t do yourself justice,’ he replied with an 
odd smile ; ‘ you sto(>d by me without quarrelling 
with my father. : Suc])< efforts of repression on your 
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part are certainly not too generously requited by a 
thousand pounds ! ’ * 

Now I J^ave enemies whc| have interpreted "my 
friend’s words to mean that the Squire was rewarding 
me for serving two antagonistic masters without 
embroiling myself with cither^ *llie malice which 
sees contempt whero no reproach is implied I can 
afford to despise. Tq this form of abuse my friend- 
ship with Diana Leighton and Lawrence Rivers, as 
well as my intimate relations with the late Squire, 
have long exposed me. Th(\sc who only see cunning 
and greed in ifiy coivluc^ 1 can afford to pity. 

My position was now greatly improved, and I was 
able to take in society and the respe*ct of my 
acquaintances the place to whieh my services to a 
noble cause, and, if I may say it without vanity, my 
personal qualities entitled me. The genial wave 
of prosperity naturally tempted me to indulge the 
dream with which Charis Darley had filled my heart. 

It seems absurd for a biographer cievoted to philo- 
sophic methods to speak of his 'heart,’ although the 
admission of the weaknesses implied by the existence 
of that fluttering organ is of itself proof of the fear- 
less spirit animatix^g this impaVtiaRrecord. ^ 

Whether I was wise or rash to confess to my step- 
mother, I am uncertain, but the sentiments which 
'she Jiad intended Miss Darley to provoke ^^^le in 
any case could not hav’b been for long concealed. 
Moreover, when ^man is warmed by the soft fires 
then glowing in my breast, he is ready to reveal their 
peculiar beauty to any sympathetic inquirer. 

Ther'fe is nothing which compels our friends to 
admire us more than our growjlig prosperity, even if 
it is undeserved — which mine vjas net. * 
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* I always knew" you would succeed ! ’ said my 
stepmother, ‘and always tokhyoiir father so.’ 

Tliis w"as pot strictly true. When the, Ways and 
Means Department had got rid of me, this kind lady 
had taken no hopeful view of my prospects. Indeed, 
she had not hesitated to hint that, if I expected her 
^to allow her husband to support me, I was much 
mistaken. I had been givea my chance and had 
missed it, and must now make the best of it. Well, 
the best had been made of it. The Squire’s legacy 
had greatly increased my stepmo^^her s respect for 
my intelligence. She had alwai^s urged me to make 
the most of the ‘ Rivers connection.’ The thousand 
pounds on one side, the secretaryship on the other, 
showed how far I had followed her advice. Added to 
this, I had fallen in love in the direction she desired. 
I had thus reached her favour by three roads. 

She boasted — the fact came to me indirectly — 
that she had always intended ‘to make a man of 
me.’ She at lasd believed that she was in a fair way 
'to succeed. Nothing was now too good for me. 
The dubious asset had now become a credit to his 
family. My name appeared in the papers, my photo- 
graph Was reprockucedn'n a popular illustrated journal 
as ‘ a Man of the Day.’ I was described as ‘ a leading 
mind behind the League.’ You will find me in 
all th^Jaooks of reference. 

‘You’re getting quite famous, John, dear!’ said 
my stepmother. 's 

Tempted by her encouragement and approval, I 
told the truth in terms which now seem tainted by 
the spirit of melodrama. 

‘O mummic 1’ I eccclaimed (for in these moments 
of tender confidence s-ic permitted me thus to address 
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her), ' O mummie ! if Chan's Darley refuses to marry 
me, I shall die of a broken heart ! ’ 

‘If,’ replied my stepmother, ‘ she does, I’ll know 
the reason *why.’ 

‘ Oh, ftituous fool that I was ! Her air of resolution 
most absurdly strengthened tny own hope. I spoke 
out of the weakness pf my Jieaft. 

‘There’s only one danger^ said I. 

‘What’s that?’ ask*cd my stepn!other sharply, 
think she’s interested in me because of my 
reflected glory.’ ^ 

‘ Mr. Rivers you mean ? ’ 

‘She’s longing to meet him,’ Preplied. 

‘Then mind you propose to her before.she does!’ 
said my stepmother. 

Th^ kind lady I admit did her utmost for me. 
Miss Darley was frequently at hiy father s house in 
Arthur Place. I was her most constant squire, 
spending my money rcclvlcssly on theatres, suppers, 
restaurant lunches, flowers, and the other luxuries 
which strew the slippery path climbed by the love- 
sick bachelor. 

Nothing could ^have been friendlier than Miss 
Barley’s manner.^ There wa^s something in it, too, 
that tempted me to hope. To accuse her of being a 
coquette would be uitjust. In the affairs of the heart 
a fvoman may have a policy of her own. But who 
knows what purpose m^y dwell behind tht/'tonduct 
of a young woman taught by experience to believe 
in the power of^ner own beauty? I sometirnes fear 
that^ my stepmother l^ang my praises t^o constantly, 
and that I may not always have reached the gallant 
standard to which, in her man^ private conversations 
with Miss Darley, I was genefously raise^. 
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Neither my stepmother nor myself attempted to 
bring about a meeting between Lawrence and Miss 
Darley, although ‘ Mr. Rivers ’ was^t^he subject of her 
constant conversation. For this the LI ague afforded 
her an excellent c:^cuoe. After the Squire’s death 
her interest in ‘the poet of action/ as admirers now 
called him, increased. It seemed, she said, scarcely 
fair that one man should have everything. , 

‘ Except,’ said I, ‘ happiness ! ’ 

I intended her to understand that a man may 
appear fortunate in the ways most envied by the 
world and yet bear the seeds of disappointment in 
his breast. She answered with some slight asperity, 
stepping forth from the ambush of reticence behind 
which such references are politely coricealed.^ 

‘Surely, Mr. Strood ’ she said, ‘ you don’t expect 
me to believe that Mr. Rivers isn’t happy because 
Mrs. Leighton has a husband living ? ’ 

‘ Why not ? ’ I asked — and I cannot admit tnat 
pique feftlpted me to this indiscretion — ‘ Why not? 
No man’s heart is shielded v;Uh triple brass. 
Lawrence Rivers misses Diana Leighton every hour 
of the day.’ ' ^ ^ 

‘ What would Mr. Rivers think if he heard >>ou say 
that ? ’ 

This rebuke silenced me for a moment. But if we 
162 ^ 
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had touched on one of those subjects usually avoided 
between a virtuous bacfielor and a maid, I was not 
to blame. 

'Of course, Miss Barley/ I said, ' it would be more 
discreet’on my part to conceal my opinion, but my 
nature s too frank to permit me tc hide the weakness 
of my friend even frojn his warmest admirers.’ 

' I have not the pleasure of knowing Mr. Rivers,’ 
she said, ' and of course no right to protect him 
against your criticisms ! ’ 

The ring of sp^fe and disparagement in this little 
speech pained' me, apd I x/as tempted, unwisely no 
doubt, to retort. 

' You only know the man by his pcems, Miss 
Barley. I know him by his acts.’ 

‘Yes, I understand that no one respects him more 
than you do, Mr. Strood ! ’ 

‘ No one,’ I replied, ignoring the inflection of irony 
in her voice, ‘ but I can’t forget that he ’s human ! ’ 

But who can fathom the heart of ii woman ? The 
admission that her idol Vas not free from blemishes 
irritated her, and for the rest of that afternoon Miss 
Barley discour^igec^ my efforts to amuse her. 

It was chiefly ^out of con^^ider^tibn for une that 
Lawrence sometimes called at Arthur Place, although 
he liked my father, afid may have been attracted by 
■sT^erverted form of curiosity by my stepmother, 
whom, in earlier days, hej had often heard me^abuse. 

‘ Your father’s ^ife, John,’ he once said to me, ‘ is 
very shrewd. A shrewd wife is a treasure to a lazy 
husband. RemembeP that when yoi^ choose a wife 
out of Ihe tents of the prosperous ! ’ 

I recall these words because^ at the time my feet 
seemed bearing^ me in that direction. 
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It was of course natural that Miss Darley should 
desire to make the acquaintance of Rivers ; it was 
equ<illy natural for my stepmother and myself not 
to desire tlieir meeting. Quieta non^ movere is 
^ an^excellcnt motto. * 

‘ Nothing good coulfl come of it, John/ said my 
t:tepmothcr. ^ , 

‘ Nothing,’ I assented* 

But the spirit oi mischief which sometimes guides 
circumstances too often brings about that which \^e 
wish to avert. 

One afternoon, at the end of March, Charis 
Darley, my stepmother, and I vvere sitting in the 
drawing-r«om at my father’s house. Miss Darley 
had introduced my stepmother to her dressmaker 
Dorinne of Dover Street ; I had met the ladies ip Bond 
Street and we had returned together to Arthur Place. 

Tile conversation, 1 remember, had taken a 
millinery bias. My stepmother hoped that Dorinne 
would make the^best of her figure. ' Any one can 
fit you, Charis,’ she said, ‘ bilt a matron of my pro- 
portions Tweds careful treatment.’ 

‘ Then you c(uildn’t go to a ^better woman than 
Dorinne^ Mrs. 3trood,^Miss Darle^*^ replied. 

If my ste[)mothcr expected a compliment I sup- 
plied it. 

' Of course, mummie,’ said I (at this time we weiV 
on te?ms of great affectiqn), ‘of course every one 
knows^ you Ve one of the most beautiful figures in 
London.’ ' 

Miss Darfey looked at me duriously. ^ 

‘ Isn’t he delightful 1 ’ she said, turning to n^y step- 
mother. I 

‘ John’s, always nice!’ returned my stepmother, 
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with a little movement of the shoulders suggesting 
through a white lace shirt the fine lines of her bust. 

‘ To go ^o a new dressmaker/ I observed, ‘ nkist 
always be an interesting experiment for a woman.’ 

‘Because we never know-how' things may turn' 
out, John ?’ my stepmother inquii*ed. 

‘ Because “ hope springs eternal in the humait 
breast,” ’ quoted Misj; Darley. And as she spoke I 
heard the door-bell ring. 

‘ I ’m not sure “hope” is the right word for it/ she 
continued, ‘ but him quite rertain one of the delights 
of life is the i^eling^thaj any moment may bring a 
new interest’ 

‘In youth/ I replied, ‘ every comet which swims 
into our ken has a jewelled tail.’* 

Hero the door opened ; the servant announced 
‘ Mr. Rivers,’ and 1 saw Miss Darley’s face flush with 
pleasure. 

From tlie darker chambers of my heart there came 
a sinister warning. * 

Rivers was introduced and took a chair between 
Miss Darley arid my stepmother. I sat with my 
back to, the light watching them. 

Miss Darley’s cheeks ^lore^now fluked with 
excitement. Was it the new comet? Doubts stirred 
within me. Was I to be for ever a spectator, never 
'an actor in the game — one whose office it was to 
throw coals on other people’s fires? 

Miss Darley wvs thanking Rivers for signjng her 
photograph. 

‘ t don’t remember *signing a phot^gi^aph for you,’ 
he said. 

‘You sign so many,’ she answered. ‘It was the 
one Mr. Strood gave you.’ 
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' Strood never said it was for you.’ 

‘What was the good of ^t? You had not met 
Mis’s Barley^’ I interposed in my most practical 
manner. 

" But he paid no attention to me. 

‘ The one you haVc/ he said, watching her face with 
interest, ‘makes me lock as though I had been 
caught trying to steal the crown jewels and was 
proud of the attempt ! ’ 

‘ It isn’t too late to send me the other one, now, 
Mr. Rivers,’ she returned with deci. ion. 

My stepmother’s lips tightered. ^iss Barley’s 
request seemed wanting in maidenly reserve. 

‘ You luver get anything you want if you ’re afraid 
to ask for it, Mr. Rivers,’ she added, by way of excuse 
I suppose. 

I confess that I felt pained. There should be 
bounds in 1 lero-worshij) — csoccially when the Hero is 
present. I glanced at Rivers. It was clear he did 
not share my feeiing. He smilqd back at her eagerly 
and asked where he should send it. 

She told him the address. He repeated it 

slowly. 

‘ I ’ll remind yon/ saM I. 

‘ I shall not forget,’ ^said he. 

How some natures change under certain influ- 
ences ! Charis Barley, who had seemed hitherto 
merely" a charming English girl, suddenly became a 
brilliati,t young woman of the worM bent — why not 
speak the truth? — yes, bent on flattering Lawrence 
Rivers to his f?ce ! 

We talked poetry, we talked League politics — or 
rather they did — for*, my stepmother and I were 
quite inadequately represented in the discussion — 
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till Miss Darlcy rose to go, and, before I could 
intervene, Rivers had proposed to see her into a cab. 

‘It’s too, kind!’ she murmured flushing — with 
gratified vanity, I suppose. 

Before my stepmother and, I could recover th^y 
had left together. 

‘ There I ’ she cried angfily, ‘ what on earth do 
you mean, John, by sijtting like a, stick and letting 
Mj. Rivers and Miss Darlcy have all the talk to 
themselves? ’ 

‘ No one ever t?as a chance with him,’ I replied 
gloomily. • 

‘ And I must say I hn surprised at Charis,’ re- 
sulted my stepmother ; ‘ this open adoration of 
prominent men is really quite vulgar. Mr. Rivers 
may be ch<irming, and no doub^- is extraordinarily 
clever ; still she ought to know better ! ' 

‘ Ho V should she ? ’ I a^ked dejectedly. ‘They’re 
all the same with Rivers.’ 

‘All the samel’ returned my stepmother indig- 
nantly. ‘ I ’vc no patience with such nonsense. Be- 
sides, I was careful to make Charis Darlcy know 
the sort of man he ii..’ 

I looked at her Hankly. 

‘You mean,’ I said ;^t last, ‘ IN'^rs. Leighton?’ 

‘Of ceiiise I do. But Charis behaved to him 
much, more like an irresponsible married worann than 
a girl ! I must say, John;*I ’m disappointed in her.’ 

Disappointed ? dmagine what wormwood to me ! 

For once I made no attempt to defend^ Lawrence, 
although my sense of justice made mt feel that he 
was not^ to blame. A very beautiful young woman, 
in the language of the vulgar,"^ had ‘ made a dead 
‘set^ at him, and at the worst he had not gbne more 
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than half-way to meet her. Whether he ought to 
have chilled her warmth byrhis ice is a point which 
I a*m not qualified to decide. If Miss Darley stirred 
in Lawrence the same instincts that she moved 
in* me, such powers of refrigeration were impossible. 
When we are young and the Syren sings, do we 
not all plunge into the flood-? No, the mistake — 
if mistake there were — was one of policy. I should, 
at the outset, have concealed nothing from Lawrence. 
Had 1 gone to him and said, ‘Lawrence! I love 
Charis Darley and have set rny heart on marrying 
her!’ he would have helped i me, ^ut because I 
mistrusted the lady (thanks chiefly to my step- 
mother) I exposed her to the very dangers I desired 
to avoid. :y 

These thoughts and evil anticipations were filling 
my mind whilst I sat in silence listening to my 
stepmother explaining how dangerous it was for 
a girl of Miss Darley’s nature to be brought under 
the fascinations of Lawrence Rivers. 

‘There’s something magnetic about the man!’ 
she said, ‘ I ’ve felt it myself.’ 

‘ If there is,’ I replied, ‘ I don’t believe he knows 
it.’ 

‘Knows it?’ shc‘ retorted ; ‘of course he does. 
Why, I Ve felt him switching it on ! All men are 
Sultans^ at heart 1 The sort of frce-love atmosphere 
in which Mr. Rivers lives is quite unfit for a decent 
young woman to breathe. What’s to be done to 
save her, John ? ’ 

‘ I don’t 'ki>ow, I ’m sure,’ I replied feebly. 

‘ Don’t be so apathetic I ’ she cried with -warmth. 
‘I can’t bear it. There’s only one thing you can 
do.’ 
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‘What's th!it?’ 

‘ Propose to Miss Darjey at once ! ’ 

‘ What ! ' 

‘Propose,^ she repeated, ‘ bfefore she has time to 
fall in loVe with him ! ’ • ' 

‘ But she hasn’t had time to fait in love with me 
yet ! ’ I protested, hQedles.s, in the dismay of the"" 
moment, of my own dignity. * 

‘Tell her what you teel for her, tell her you love 
hef^ John — in fact, be the man you are ! ’ 

In the excitement of the moment my stepmother 
seemed to towur abo\;e iije. 

‘ When ? ’ I asked. 

‘This evening. The aunt. Miss Leigh,* is going 
to a Christian Science meeting. ,Dine at your club 
— I caiVt ask you here, we’ve friends coming and 
our table ’s small — and then run over to Chelsea ! ’ 

‘ And learn the worst? ’ I exclaimed. 

« 

^There need be no worst ! Charis Darley admires 
energy and pluck in a man more than anything. 
She has the highest respect for you ! ’ 

‘Has she, mummieP’ I said; ‘only please don’t 
let me m^kc a irusta^e.’ 

‘ Fiddlesticks, Joljn ! Marriage i%a practic\d busi- 
ness. Charis understands that. ^ She knows as well 
as I do that Lawrence Rivers would never think 
of marrying her. It’s dreadfully shockigg, and 
painful, and all that sort Qf thing, but as a married 
woman and a woman of the world, I fully made the 
girl understand that Mrs. Leighton stands in the 
way. ^I did it in your interest and the girPs. Charis 
has no ofie to look after her — for that fumbling aunt 
doesn’t count — and it’s our dut^^ — yours and mine 
— to see Lawrence Rivers doesn’t make a fool of 
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her; for, John, I’m afraid he’s quite* unscrupulous 
about women — like Lord Byron and other men of 
genius for the matter of that ! ’ 

This reasoning carried no conviction with it even 
af that troubled 'moment when I felt in need of all 
the encouragement she could give, but, unfortun- 
ately, pique is often a .^harper spur to action than 
wisdom is, and the contempt for my apparent pusil- 
lanimity which her manner did not conceal roused 
me to a pitch of recklessness such as I have rarely 
attained. 

‘ I ’ll do it,’ I sa^'d exultantly, ‘ I ’ll 'So it.’ 

‘That’s right,’ said my stepmother. 

‘ And you might,’ I went on, ‘ give me a note for 
Charis Darley — soinething about that concert at the 
Queen’s Hall nex^ week will do. Under cover of 
that I could look in after dinner with greater pro- 
priety if any one happened to be there.’ 

‘You are a good deal too cautious for a young 
man,’ she replied, ‘but I’ll write something if you 
like.’ 

She sat down grimly and wrote a brief paragraph 
on thick-ribbed paper adorned .vithrthc St**ood crest 
and the legend Vir'tute 7iofi vi, \/hich may be inter- 
preted, ‘ By manly virtue, not by brute force.’ 

‘There,’ she said, handing me the envelope, ‘take 
your e:.cuse.’ 

‘To-night I’ll know m> fate,’ I said. ‘Good-bye.’ 

‘ Good-bye, John,’ she answered ; ‘ keep a cool head 
and a rea^y tongue. Remember every woman needs 
a strong and able man to look after her.’ 

So I squared mv shoulders, threw back my head 
and strode from the room. It may be that in all 
natures lurks the spirit from whence the modern 
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theatre has !)prung, but looking back on myself 
with a mental eye enlightened by sorrow, although 
I can see much in my conduct to be pitied, I am 
conscious ol* nothing for which I need blush. 

At th6 end of Arthur Place I ‘caught a passing 
hansom, drove to my rooms, dressdd carefully (dinner 
jacket, black tie, and, neatest newest patent-leathef' 
boots), and then went to my club^for a cutlet. But 
my appetite failed, and I knew that to force myself 
to’^at at such a time would be to court a severe 
attack of indigestion. It was, however, one of those 
thrilling moiTu».nts wt»en^a man is entitled to soothe 
his nerves with a bottle of o’ld champagne. Some 
of the cheerful spirit which laughs in the froth of 
this most seductive wine must l^ave found its way 
to my .excited brain, for my terrors vanished for 
the moment. If marriage be the ultimate goal of 
every reasonable woman, why should I not suc- 
ceed in persuading this charming girl to share its 
promises with me ? 

In the spirit of hope — of hope that thinned some- 
what as I approached my destination — 1 drove to 
Chelsea. The IVlar(;,h night was cold, the north- 
east wind whistled jinder the bright>.stars. 

When I had first called on MiN3s Darley the leaves 
were falling from the plane-trees. Now the boughs 
Wcie bare and black. P^amiliar things se^ed to 
have ^acquired a share of my consciousness — as 
though they were part of the drama generating 
within my heart. ’ 

Wh^^n my hansom stopped, the feeling of. gallant 
complacency vanished. I was not a rich man (and 
I knew the value of wealth) ; allhough presentable, 
I was not a handsome man (but I knew the price 
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set on physical attractions even in the male). What 
then had I to offer? Intelligence, sobriety of judg- 
ment, domestic tastes, and a loving heart. 

Would these be enough ? Could they satisfy 
the romantic clahns of a much-flattered girl who 
knew Lawrence Rivers's poems by heart ? 

How quickly a mood* changes ! I rang the bell 
timidly. The br ive btibbles which had risen with 
the wine into my head burst and their comfort was 
scattered ! After all, alcohol even at twelve-and- 
sixpence a bottle [club-price] is o.ily a drug. 

A maid opened the door., < 

‘Will you please ask Miss Barley if she will be 
good eno'ugh to see me ? ' I said. ‘ I have a note 
from Mrs. Strood which wants an answer.' 

The maid took me up to a pretty drawing-room, 
where, in the flickering fire-light reflected by the 
slender Chippendale furniture, I seemed to see the 
chairs capering across the ro^e-pink carpet in an 
airy Bacchic dance. If I had been greeted by a 
peal of elfin laughter I should scarcely have been 
astonished. ‘Ah hal’ the twisted Chinese dragon 
on the bronze vase .seemed to. say, ‘here comes a 
queer suitor for our mistress ! ' 1. 

But the electric Tight destroyed the picture of 
delicate revelry created by the fire-glow and my 
quavering mood. The spell was removed frorrTThe 
room. The spirit of moclzery came from within not 
without. 

Yes, alcohol is a drug, however costly! 

The doo/' opened. Charis Barley entered the 
room. 

She was wearing a pale pink dress and seemed 
surprised to see me. 
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‘ I Ve brought a note from Mrs. Strood/ I said 
quite firmly. 

The beautiful figure in pink seemed to recede, the 
distance between us to grow. * Would it be possible 
for me to fiy across and nestle 'my head on that 
divine breast ? 

Head and heart V«ere emwded with unutterable’ 
longings. For the pangs I f^lt, lovely pink-clad 
figure across a thousand miles of rose-pink carpet 
broken by leagues of white rug, carried the only 
remedy. • 

Would she rfpply R*? ^ 

‘ Won’t you come nearer the fire ? ’ she said, as she 
took the note. 

‘Thank you,’ I said, moving irresolutely a few feet 
nearer ‘the while bearskin rug. ‘ What does she 
say ? ’ 

Miss Darley, in a voic^ as untouched by emotion 
as though tile accursed note had been an advertise- 
ment, read as follows: — ^ 

‘ My dear Charis, — John insisted on me writing 
because he wanted an excuse for coming. 1 ’m not 
sure what he wamtsUo say to you, pcrha[)S you can 
guess. Remember^ Charis, there depths in John 
no woman has ever yqt plumbca ! ’ 

Had I been standing on my head on the rose- 
pink carpet, I could not have been more prc^foundly 
conscious of the absurdity of my attitude. All the 
props and stays of my personal dignity fell with a 
crash. My mouth opened, but no words came. 

I don’t quite understand,’ said Miss^Darley. 

‘Of course you don’t,’ I cried, clutching at the 
straws on the stream of shame. ‘ Mrs. Strood’s 
letter is quite mad. She told me it was abdut some 
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concert — next week — at the Queen’s Vlall — Brague 
— the violinist has a recital/ or whatever it’s called. 
She wanted you to go with her. I ’ll take the 

tickets.’ ^ 

€ ^ 

“ The concert you refer to took place last week, Mr. 
Strood,’ she repyed.. 

‘ Then she meant an^f^ther ©nb next week like it, 
and I must have fnixed' them up, Miss Darley. I’ve 
no memory for that sort of thing. I ’ve got su^h a 
lot to think about. In any case it doesn’t matter, 
does it ? ’ 

I was voluble one whaseoks a b^room of words 
to brush his folly to fhe dark places where no man 
sees it. 

‘ Not a bit,’ replied Miss Darley. 

‘That’s my stepmother’s message,’ said D wildly. 
‘ What shall I tell her? ’ 

‘Say, all right,’ replied Miss Darley. ‘We can 
arrange after it ’s been advertised.’ 

‘ After what ’s been advertised ? ’ 

‘ The concert, of course.’ 

‘How idiotic of me! The concert, of course! 
They are usually in the front page i-n the Times! 

Then came dP silence during» which I wondered 
whether I had floundered anywhere. 

She was dealing gently with me! But a moment’s 
reflection stung me. Why was she as anxious as 
myself to pretend there-^was no meaning in my 
stepnfiOthcr’s infernal letter? Suddenly my fears 
vanished. I rose to my feet. 

‘ Miss Darley ! ’ I exclaimed. ‘ Charis ! ’ 

‘I quite understand/ she replied. ‘ Brague plays 
divinely, and I long to hear him again.’ 

‘ But h ’s nothing to do with Brague,’ I cried. 
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‘ My heart is^the instrument, your beauty the artist 
that draws out all its, poetry, affection, manhood 
and — hope, Charis, let me at least have hope ! ’ 

‘ Mr. Strood,’ she answered, ‘ don’t say any more. 
I can’t afford to lose you as a friend.’ 

This was true, although I did^n’rsce it at the time. 

‘A fiiend, Miss Parley, friend ? I want to take 
the place of all your friends, -to be ^everything to you, 
th^most adoring lov^r and the tendcrest husband 
that human affection ever made of a man/ 

I dashed acros* the space of rose-pink carpet — 1 
think to fold •her Ig^ve^ness in my arms and press 
her soft cheek against my cfJvn — but she rose from 
her chair (she was taller than I), and I stopped short 
of my goal. 

‘ I couldn’t think of marryin^g you, Mr. Strood, 
so please say no more about it,’ she said resolutely. 

‘Why not?’ I asked. ^ 

‘There’s only one reason. It ’s impossible for me 
to look on you in the light a woman is supposed to 
see her husband in.’ 

Here I fear I uttered a foolish gasp of grief. 

‘ But,’ ^she res«mc/J, ‘ it ’s no reason because I can’t 
be your wife that^I shouldn’t be k^oiir frieM, Per- 
haps I may never m^^rry.’ • 

‘ You ! ’ I exclaimed. 

‘Well, there’s no necessity why a young woman 
with a competency and a.taste for freedom should/ 

‘But the necessity will arise!’ I exclainied. 
‘Beauty such as'yours was not sent into the world 
to wasted.’ Some vague merr 7 ?)ry^of Shake- 
speare’5 sonnets was in my head. ‘ Think,’ I resumed, 
‘think carefully, Charis, before you say no. Take 
time. You know so little of me. There>’s no man 
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‘ Brague again ? ’ inquired Miss Leigh. ■ ' The divine 
Brague ? ' 

T4ien Brague’s art was discussed, with enthusiasm 
on the part of the eld^r lady, and in due course (as 
through nothing unusual had happened, and as'though 
the serene skies of my heaven had not fallen in ruins 
about me) I shobk eacl\ lady the hand, and a 
moment later was on the. Chelsea Embankment with 
the dark river flowing silently i^^nder the bridges and 
the night wind rustling dusty fragments of the news- 
vendor’s trade against the stone parapets. 

Above me in the pretty Oueeiji Amm house I had 
just left, the lights shorn? serenely behind curtained 
windows. ^ 

But I was out in the cold with my sorrow. 

But this is not a treatise on a broken heart, so 
let not my own grieV destroy my sense of literary 
proportion. 
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On the next mornin^f before 1 was up, I received 
the following note from Arthur Place. ‘Am I to 
congratulate you, ^ dear John? Come to lunch at 
my club. We* can be alone there, and I long to 
know what happened.’ 

What had happened! I was unwell, ‘my head 
ached, but was not certain of muph else. 1 am not 
sure tl\at I felt very much in love, for love — an 
emotion fed by instinct — ebbs and Hows b>’ attraction 
till human gratitude by its touch makes it nobler 
anS more durable. Moreover, a disordered stomach 
discourages the sentiments under which romance 
hides truth. A man needs a strong constitution to 
be honestly sentimental. 

I lay b^ck in bed ;^t^ring up at the cracks in the 
white-washed ceiling. In spite c{ the weight on 
my Jieart 1 yet hope^ that th^i bath-water would 
be hot ! Because the arrow of humiliation had 
winged me the comforts of life seemed ncjne the 
less important. , 

Luckily the water ztfas hot. I enjoy powers of 
reflection in my 6ath elsewhere denied. Through 
the comforting steam facts are pla’^dy*^ revealed. 
When she urged me to propose to Miss Darley — 
before the way had been properly prepared by 
patient and chivalrous courtship — my stc*pmother 



170 MR. JOHN STROOD 

had made me the victim of an unforgivable ex- 
periment ! 

The woman whose advice had proved so dangerous 
ill-deserved my confYlence. Ilenceforlh I would 
*b 0 my own counsellor! • 

But as my blood began to circulate and the pores 
t>f my skin to act, a sinse Qf/lioncst indignation 
arose within my ^turning energy. 

I would let my stepmothei* know what I thought 
of her! 

But the memory of my j)romiM-' to Miss Darley 
altered the shape of this lasj: tlpught* Mr^^. Strood, 
she h.ad said, mu^t be^taught a lesson for wiiting 
that ridicalous letter. So she must! but how could 
this best be done ? , Miss Darley had suggested the 
way. 

As I rubbed myself down with a rough towel my 
mind grew clear. I was, however, too unwell either 
for my duties at the League office or to meet 
Rivers, so I (?!S[)atched mes'.ages of excuse to 
both. 

At half-past one I made my way through the 
east wind to the Minerva Clul;). ^ M^s. Strood is on 
the corrdnittee*. ^die Minerva at that time was one 
of the centres of atjtraction to ladies of practical 
ideas. Originally formed with the object of tt aching 
young women the advantages of domestic service, 
this amiable institution sojon developed into a* club 
with gook, butler, a staff of servants, a house dinner 
(at a moderate price), and an agreeable smoking- 
room. H"2re rfuiy stepmother *had often regaled me 
with tea, but had never given me lunch. • 

The Minerva is* a few minutes' walk from 
Piccadilly. As I turned off from that famous 
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thoroughfare* to meet my stepmother there was 
food for solemn though^. Should I let her see the 
fragments ^of a broken heart? Never. Rather 
should she behold the kindly, philosopher saved by 
his own discretion. 

How far a man JT^ay be just^fietl ^in misrepresent- 
ing facts in order :o^ anno/ a meddlesome relative 
is not for me to decide. My stepmother, who met 
me^in the hall, gave^ me a meaning look, but I 
shook my head. Nothing, I said, had happened. 
I had not askeo^ Miss Darley to marry me be- 
cause I discovered in tiijie that we had too little in 
common ! 

‘Then why on earth did you worry me 'about it? ^ 
she asked angrily. ‘ Did she get my letter?’ 

Here (and I am willing to accept all the blame) 
I strayed from the simple path of truth. 

Yes/ said I. ‘ She asked me what it was about — 
1 suppose it was indistinctly written. I told her 
that I believed you wanted her to go to a concert 
and that I was to take back her answer. Then 
Miss Darley said “all right” and she’d like to 
comcV , » • . 

‘ Good heavcnsj ’ exclaimed the astouneled lady, 
there wasn’t a word about a^ concert. I told her 
that you were coming over to propose to her and 
hoped that she would give you a favourable^answer ! ' 
‘f see,’ said I; * yo,u introduced my heart to 
Miss Darley for favourable consideration ! , I see 
now, quite clearly.’ 

‘ ^hat do you see? ’ she asked. '' 

‘ Eve'rything/ said 1 . ‘On my^ way over to 
Chelsea my mind changed ; so your clever and 
considerate letter gave the young lady a<* chance of 
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saving a situation which otherwise might have been 
made ridiculous.’ 

‘ What do you mean by chopping logic in this 
ridiculous way, John?’ she exclaimed in angry 
fcefvilderment. ^Yesterday afternoon you fancied 
yourself in love with the girl. Two hours later, 
vJ^hen you had to face heifyou hafl frightened your- 
f self out of it. You ’ve made me look a perfect fool ! ’ 
‘ No, no,’ I protested gently ; ‘ I only saved my- 
self from looking one. Think a moment, please. 
You let I\Tiss Darley see my cards.^ She insisted on 
looking the other way whilst- I decided not to play 
them. Thus we were 'each spared the necessity 
of inflicting pain on the other, thanks to you ! ’ 

‘ What a disgusting muddle you’ve made of this 
business ! ’ my stepmother replied angrily. ‘ Do 
you mean to tell me that Charis Darley gave you 
a hint that if you proposed to her she would reject 
you?’ ^ ^ ^ 

^ It didn’t quite come to that/ I answered. 

‘It comes to this then/ cried my stepmother; 
‘your foolishness made the girl sick ! ’ 

‘ On the contrary,’ I replied, ‘ I ^vc reasons for 
thinking Miss Darkey respects me more than ever! ’ 

‘ Then she has behav^ed abomuiably — made a con- 
venience of you to get at Mr. Rivers 1’ 

Although I had relieved my spite by morally 
pummelling my stepmother I was ill-prepared for 
this blow back. 

‘The girl’s a coquette/ she continued. ‘There’s 
no other nime Tor her. Seeing your weakness, she 
used you to attract Mr. Rivers. There are other 
ways of making a man look at you besides coughing 
at him when he passes your window ! ’ 
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Anger was making my stepmother vulgar, 

‘You are unfair to Miss Barley,’ I replied, as 
severely as I could. Ikit she brushed my rebbke 
contemptuously aside. 

‘ I am* not aware that Miss Da*rley ever tried ’ to 
attract Lawrence Rivers,’ said* I, With cold severity. 

‘ Then why did ^ she se^id you to him for th^t 
photograph to be signed ? ’ nhc as^ced. 

‘Plenty of them do,'" said I. 

‘ Not in that unblushing way,’ said she. 

‘ I really canl see anything unusual in that,’ 
I insisted. » ♦ 

‘You wouldnT,’ she reto^^fed, ‘ but I know better. 
It was why I warned her and made him » out worse 
than he really is.’ 

‘ After your warning,’ 1 replied, stung by a feeling 
of smothered animosity for which I have no name, 
‘ after your warning, of course she would never think 
of* trying to make him marry her ! ’ 

My stepmother emitted an irritable sniff. 

‘The worse I made him seem,’ she said (and she 
enjoyed saying it), ‘ the more interested she grew. 
But yon ’ve m'-sserl ,your chance ; the girl was in 
love with the man before she -jen^w him ! I ’ve 
wasted my pains.’ , 

But even this unseemly attack did not make me 
lose my patience, ^ 

‘ We won’t quarrel about that,’ I replied quietly. 

An impartial witness might think you overdid 
your part whilst 1 underplayed mine.’ 

‘ It ’s lucky for you,’ said my stepmother rudely, 
‘ there 'Were no witnesses. If there had been they 
would have seen it was all your fault ! ’ 

This exhibition of female justice silenced me. To 
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mark my disapproval of it I wondered whether it 
wasn’t lunch time. 

‘Of course it is/ snapped my stepmother, ‘if 
you ’ve any appetite for it ! ’ 

Then I followed her to the dining-room. 

The meal (th^ gave me a tough leg of a cold 
fowl !) was not a cheerfuhone, ^n J when it was over 
I returned to my j^ooms where I passed the rest of 
the day over the fire in sad refiections. ^ 

Who knows to what disappointed love may drive 
a man ? Me it had driven to lie .o my stepmother 
in order to keep my promise^ to selfish girl ! The 
ablest of us have our wCc>k moments ! 

But enough of my own sorrows ; deep and bitter 
though they were at this period of my life, the 
memory of them, shall be sacrificed to my duties 
as a biographer. 



CHAPTER XIX* 

In spite of my resolu/ion to keep myself and my 
feelm^s out of this biography it may be of some 
interest to record! a change in — if 1 may use the 
phrase— my atVhude Rewards life. A modified and, 
I trust, not unreasonable p^'^simisin took the place 
of my youthful optimism. P'or a desponding view 
of things there arc two causes. Either a man has 
all he >yants and has found enjoyment vanish with 
acquisjti< >n, or else, by suffering the disappointment 
of defe.it, has learned the hollowness of victory. I 
aiTf, however, convinced that even if Miss Darley 
had married me, I should have arrived at exactly 
the same conclusions regarding life, although from 
opposite causes, I do not, of course, believe riches 
are ahs ays duster l^oye bitterness; but that all suc- 
cess bears with it the seeds of po'^sible di^appoint- 
mer;t (especially in love) is an qpinion which a wide 
acquaintance with the affairs of my fellow-men has 
taught me to hold even against my will. Wisdom 
bids*us diminish the volume of expectation. If to 
accept this teaching is to te a pessimist I am proud 
to be one. It >vas not the view, however, that 
Lawrence Rivers held. * He believed tP*at the highest 
hap{^ine^,s was the reward of energy most nobly 
expended, but then I am not sure that,* when he and 
I talked of human happiness, we meant precisely the 
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same thing. Rivers was a poet, and we all know 
poets have an extraordinary faculty for believing 
wfiat their <. nthusiasm has persuaded them to be 
best for other people^ If the poet is sometimes a 
seer he too frequently secs what is not there ! 

The day after the lunch with jMrs. Strood at the 
Minerva I discussed thi' sainq question of happiness 
with Rivers. Like the hero of the Aineid, whilst I 
was feigning hojjc on my countenance I repressed 
deep in iny heart the grief which despised love had 
planted there. If only for one reason it was a memor- 
able conversation. It was then for the first time that 

I ( 

Lawrence Rivers sj)okc of Miss Darley and that all 
my rc.solation was necessary to prevent me from 
shuddering. , 

‘ What right have you to expect happiness^ John ? ’ 
Rivers had asked, in consequence of some observation 
wrung from m\' tortured heart. ‘The only enduring 
happin(\ss is what we make for ourselves. Not one 
man in a hundred attains that. What men call 
happiness is mainly a remedy against being bored.^ 

But I felt that purposely his shot was aimed too 
low. 

‘ When I look about me,’ said I, ‘ I ’m chiefly con- 
scious of “the pangs of despised love,” “the laws 
delay,” “ the insolence of office,” and all the other 
“ slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,” for which 
neither religion nor science has invented a shield ! ’ 

Lawrence gave me a penetrating glance. ‘John,’ 
he said, ‘ you ’re not looking well.’ 

‘ Merely inaigestion/ I replied. 

‘ Go down to Brighton for a day or two’s* re§t,’ he 
added kindly. 

I shock my head, and was almost tempted to say, 
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like a far greater man than myself, that I had all 
‘ eternity to rest in ’ ! * . 

I was at my desk in the office. The inverted 
letters of the legend ‘League ^f the Higher Citizen-, 
ship ’ on fhe tall glass window overlooking the traffic 
of Victoria Street^ seemed like, soit^c unintelligible^ 
message to its depressed ifecretary as he read it 
backward. Lawrence was • leaning against the 
mantelpiece. Over his* head was a big pliotograph 
of the Second Annual Meeting of our League at 
the Albert Hall ; to his right and left, stacks of our 
literature. Neaf the cV)or, was a sngall desk which he 
sometimes used for private ‘fapers and memoranda, 
and of which both he and I liad a key. Suddenly, 
with a quick and, as it seemed •to me, a nervous 
movement, he went to the desk, opened it, and took 
from it three cabinet photographs of himself, one of 
which had been taken from* the fine portrait painted 
by (Barrett, R,A., and exhibited in thejast Academy. 

‘ In which of these do I ,look least absurd, John ? ’ 
he asked. 

There was no doubt to my mind. 

‘ The J^hotograph frorw Garrett’s portrait is tli^e best,’ 
said I, ‘ beyond all dpubt. Garrett h^.s caught soine- 
thingtof your fire. I donit mean to -be rude, Lawrence, 
but he seems to have taken 'the best of you.’ 

‘ And left out the worst, eh ? ’ he inquired, laughing. 

‘ Well, he has left out ^your platform look,’ I 
answered, ‘ that seems to say “ My dear sir, when 
the deuce will you* have done talking;^ nonsense ! ” 
Garrett’s portrait isn’t the Rivers of the League, but 
the poet of Thalia and her Sisters,, 

This poem, then being widely read, had been lately 
published. 
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Rivers laid the portraits on the table and inspected 
them. 

* You ’re right, J ohn, as usual. Garrett’s flatters me 
the most, and Lord ! how we do love it.’ 

‘ What do you'want it for?* I asked. 

‘ To send it to your friend, Miss Darley,’ said he. 

‘Do you think she pretty?’ I asked, bent on 
torturing myself' 

‘ Pretty, John? She’s loVely ! — one of those rare 
creatures who diffuse the sense of peace and beauty 
about them ! ’ ^ 

I shuddered. Years ago d hacJ heard him use 
almost the same wordi'\:f Diana Leighton. 

‘ She 's generally considered rather charming/ 
said 1. 

‘Rather charmhig!’ he protested. ‘You’re the 
sort of fellow who describes the moonlight as “ rather 
nice ” I ’ 

‘ I ’ve learned the danger of over-statement, Law- 
rence/ said I, with admirably assumed serenity. 
‘ There are vices for which only poets can take out 
licences.’ 

He laughed, patted me cn the shoulder, told me 
to put the phoCograph in a strong envelope and then 
sat down and wrote a long kdter which he erK:losed 
therein. 

‘ What/ he asked, ‘ is Miss Darley’s number ? ’ 

‘ Seven,’ I replied, without a quaver. 

‘'Seven? How appropriate!’ he answered. 
‘ Weren’t there seven wonders of the world ? By 
the bye, John, I ’m lunching there to-morrow.’ 

‘ Are you sending your picture to con:3ecrate the 
feast ? ’ said I. 

‘ I ’ha sending it because the lady wants it’ 
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Then he left the office, glowing with high spirits 
and apparent happiness. But over my heart Jhe 
’buses in Victoria Street seemed to be rolling. 

There are fakirs whom their own vows condemn, 
toswing’from hooks inserted benesCth their shoulder- 
blades. Similarly there arc, strong souls who, 
ordained by fate, inflict like punishment on their 
own bruised hearts. I knew my duty. There was 
a hero’s part to play ; tv’hy should not I play it? 

Throughout the day, and even during my sleep at 
night, this resolve loomed on me. 

Since it was' clearothp«t swinging from my hook 
must become an almost daily occupation, I deter- 
mined to perform the feat as gracefully as' fortitude 
and practice might permit. The, day after Lawrence 
met Charis Darley at lunch was, a busy one at the 
League. We were preparing for a great meeting of 
the affiliated societies frot;n the provinces, and both 
the subjects to be discussed and tliose it seemed 
politic to avoid had caused much debate and cor- 
respondence. When, however, the clatter of the 
typewriter in the adjoining room had become 
subdued and the letrters had been dispatched I 
asked Rivers how,, he had enjoyi>d the lunch at 
Chelsea. v> 

Miss Leigh, the aunt, 'I observed, was rather a 
shadowy personage, but one presenting vfithal a 
background of delicate gj;cy for the display of her 
niece’s beauty of outline and brilliancy of colouring. 

Swing though 1 * must from the hook, I used what 
anodynes I could to relieve the ache, and found 
then! in ’the metaphors which c^^aden, impact with 
reality. 

Rivers agreed that the aunt was one of those 
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women of diaphanous personality. ^ ‘ There are 
moments/ he said, ‘ when we forget that they have 
bodies.’ 

, ‘It’s because they^ almost persuade Themselves 
that they haven’t/ said I. ’ 

‘ All the same,if ’s tfie spirit witjjiin that shapes the 
tody without/ he replial. ‘ \Vomcn untouched by 
passion, love, or imatcunity recede from reality and 
inhabit a twilight land which no psychologist has 
yet explored.’ 

‘ Will Miss Barley lose herself i*n that pale land of 
ghosts?’ I asked. , : 

‘ Heavens, man ! ’ he ex-rlaimed, ‘ what an idea ! ’ 

‘ She niight/ I insisted, ‘ if she never meets the 
right man.’ 

‘She’ll meet do:jens, John ! She’d die of moral 
anaemia in the sallow wilderness.’ 

‘You mean she’ll marry,’ I said. 

‘ Of course she will.’ ^ 

f 

‘ I wonder whom ? ’ 

Rivers looked at me keenly, probably for signs of 
greater meaning than manner implied. 

‘ If there were only one mai> in tke world,’ he said, 

‘ he would have Vo marry her if she wanted him.’ 

‘You mean she ’d-i make hinQ^P’ 

‘ Make him? Yes, but ’unconsciously^ — as the law 
of gravitation makes the apple fall.’ 

‘The same law/ said ‘is responsible for the 
avalanche ! ’ 

‘These are dark sayings, John !' said he. 

I had Turned his thoughts to his allegiance to 
Diana Leigbton. ^ Behind his words I ' fell the 
shadow of compunction. 

‘ I ’m glad,’ said I (my legs were off the ground, 
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the hook struck deep!), ‘ I ’m glad you’re interested 
in Charis Darley. I wonder what you talked 
about ? ’ 

Rivers laughed. 

‘ Chiefly about you ! ’ 

'So far as she ’s‘'toncerncd/ said \ ' I ’m a shadow 
in the desert with the maidvn-aunts ! ’ 

'I don’t think she quite places-^you there, John,’ 
said he, still smiling, ' lor she told me you were one 
of those men who ^want “a nice kindly woman ” to 
look after them. She even -.uggested that it was my 
duty to find ofle ! ’ * 

'Ha! ha! ha!’ I laughtVt, quite jovially. 

‘There was a time,’ Rivers resumed,’’ ‘ when I 
imagined you were .i little 'e^ris — I’m talking 
French', John, to spare your feelings ! ’ 

‘ What made you imagine that?’ 

'Something Mrs. Strood said. You’re not, are 
you ? ’ 

’ I laughed boldly. 

‘ I ’ll marry Miss Harley when she asks me,’ I 
answered. ‘Tell her so, Lawrence, to remove all 
doubts.’ • ^ ' 

‘I don’t think I’ll tem[)t her->with dangerous 
knowledge,’ he replied, laughing too. 

This conversation will doubtlessly be taken by 
some of Rivers’s critics as evidence of his selfishness. 
Had he thought less of himself, they will say, he 
must have guessed his secretary’s pitiful plight. 

Cannot you hear the voice of malice saying, 
behind a grin, ' Rivers cut out his silly little 
secretary ’ ? 

One brute — a member of the League — said it 
at the time, but Rivers never heard it. But the 
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explanation is very simple. My friend held too 
high an opinion of the strength of my character to 
think me capable of such weakness. There are men 
>vhose practical good sense is so highly developed 
that it is impossil^le even for the most penetrating 
observer to associate them with ‘che follies of love. 
Of these I seemed one. ^ Even my stepmother — the 
only witness of iny melancholy exploit — believed 
that my frustrated attempt to win Miss Darley for 
a wife sprang rather out of a desire to secure my 
own social position than to appease the longings 
of my heart. It was, therefore, because Rivers 
respected me so much ail'cl‘^’^ot because he was ‘the 
colossal egoist’ his enemies pretended, that he was 
spared a knowledge which would most profoundly 
have distressed hinv 

But enough of myself and my feelings. 

I am loth to criticise Miss Darley’s conduct. It 
is explicable and excusable only if we assume that 
she became enamoured of Rivers before she knew 
him. I have no claims to read the secret of a girl’s 
heart when my own remains so deep a mystery, but 
I canno^ admit that it is always the holy pface of 
which so many (fbnfiding poets ]''ave sung. Where 
the primitive instincts are concerned, as they are 
in love, the difference between the youth and 
maiden wis one of expression rather than of }:ind. 
But the phenomena of passion are too obscure to 
tempt psychology to draw general conclusions. It 
is too often t^ken for granted that when love first 
stirs in a girl’s breast another instinct which we call 
purity compels her *"-o conceal it. But this conceal- 
ment, a part of the scheme of attraction which we see 
as ‘charm,’ is never practised by the intelligent when 
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there is danger that it may cause them to miss their 
goal. 

Whether, after their second meeting, Miss Daiiey 
attempted* to hide her feelings from Rivers is a 
questiorJof which I have no knowledge; at the sam^ 
time the step taken by her aunt greatly increases my 
doubts. i 

Miss Leigh called to sec Mrs. Strood, who, to my 
extreme secret pain, insisted that I should be present 
at their interview. 

It chanced that'll was sitting in my father’s study 
reading Metchinsko£f s The Nature of Man^ a work 
from which in my sorrow I derived considerable 
consolation. JlJ}iL.f>hysiological disharmony to which 
that able" writer indirectly attributes so much human 
aberration consoled me all the more deeply because 
I had arrived at the same conclusion although 
guided by very different processes of observation. 

'Whilst I was absorbed in these (to the optimist) 
melancholy studies, suddenly my stepmother entered 
the room. 

‘John!’ she said abruptly, ‘Miss Leigh is here. 
She ■seems bothered .about her niece and Mr. Rivers, 
and I ’ve told her you are the only nian li^:cly to set 
her anxieties at rest^’ 

As I crossed the hall to the drawing-room I said 
to myself, ‘ Wherever the personality of Lawrence 
Risers enters peace flees ! ’ 

‘You might have left me out of it,’ I whispered. 

‘ 1 ’ve my duty to do,’ she returned dryly. 

A part of it, I fear, was spiteAil. She seemed 
b(fnt on giving me a lesson. 

She spoke with her hand on the door. As she 
opened it her frown changed for an air of confidence- 
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provoking sympathy whilst I shook *hands with 
Miss Leigh as cheerfully as I could. 

Then we sat down and approached the delicate 
subject which Mrs. Strood most barbarously handled. 
'' ‘You must know, John,’ she began — and I pre- 
pared to swing fakir-like from my Jiook — ‘ that Miss 
Leigh is just a little anxious about her niece.’ 

‘About Miss D^pdey,’^! interrupted in a straight- 
forward, simple manner intended to allay appre- 
hensions. 

Miss Leigh inclined her little gr^y head. 

‘ I ’m so inexperienced in thesp matV^'rs,’ she said. 

‘ Exactly,’ put in my .^epmother. ‘ I have just 
been telling Miss Leigh that kL^J^iyers as a poet 
and man of genius (for it is that side bt him that 
impresses us all most) shares the weaknesses, of his 
class ! ’ 

‘ Byron, Shelley, and all that, you mean,’ mur- 
mured Miss Leigh. ‘ What am I to do? ’ 

The appeal was to me. 

‘Lawrence Rivers is neither as selfish as Byron 
nor as erratic as Shelley,’ I replied impartially, ‘but 
he believes in people following., wha.t old-fashihned 
novelists i^sed to c^ll “the dictates of their hearts.”’ 

This was a dismal caricature gf Lawrence, but the 
situation wrung it from me.' 

‘You must admit, John,’ said my stepmother 
sweetly, ‘ that Mr. Rivers is extraordinarily fascinat- 
ing to women when he thinks it worth his while.’ 

‘ Some of his poems about love,’ "murmured Miss 
Leigh, ‘aro beautiful, others, F fear, a little coarse. 
A man’s nature is generally reflected in his^'wofk. 
I have done, I ’ll! afraid, Mr. Strood, a very uncon- 
ventional thing. I came here for guidance.’ 
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She glanced at me nervously. I wondered what 
sort of advice she expected. 

But my stepmother intervened. 

‘The trouble is this, John/ she said — 'and I’m 
sure that Miss Leigh will foi'give*me for putting* it 
bluntlv. There i^somc reason for fearing that Miss 
Darley may be brQughtic-<^langerously brought— 
under the attractions of yovir fri/^nd. As we were 
instrumental in maki'^g them acquainted a certain 
responsibility rests with us. Miss Leigh now wishes 
to know whether Mr. Rivei ’ is an entirely safe and 
suitable assoemte fof Miss i^arlcy. To this natur- 
ally I am unable to replv What can I know of the 
private life of so templed and flattered by 
women of aTl classes as Mr. Rivers always has been ? 
All I can see is that he’s brilliant, charming, and 
delightful, but whether a young woman whose aim 
in life is marriage can enjoy his society without — 
well — getting herself unpleasantly talked about and 
sacrificing the maidenly dignity which, when I was 
a girl, we all most dearly prized, is a matter on 
which my inexperience of the world unfits me to 
offer a’n opinion i ’ ^ .» * 

‘O most insidious stepmother I ’• I thought, ‘how 
you* enjoyed that speech,’ 

I glanced at Miss Lehigh, and perhaps because 
I perceived that my stepmother had dragged the 
subject into a light to which it was never intended 
to be submitted, answered*generously. 

‘ Lawrence Rivers is a very noble fellow,’ I said ; 

‘ the women who enjoy his society must profit by it.’ 
Miss Leigh looked relieved. ^ 

‘ Intellectually ? ’ she murmured. 

My stepmother seemed annoyed. 
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‘Morally?’ she asked. 

‘Yes/ I replied sturdily, ‘both intellectually and 
morally.’ 

My stepmother maintained with an effort her air 
of*amiable sympathy. ' 

‘ I ’m afraid,’ she said, ‘ we are jnot quite keeping 
tb the point, which so /ar as Miss Barley is con- 
cerned is this : Does Mr. Rivers intend to marry 
(some of his views are, to say the least of them, 
peculiar), or does he propose to get all the pleasure 
he can out of life without incurring its obliga- 
tions?’ X *5 

Miss Leigh’s face fell. 

‘That, Mr. Strood/ she said,‘\‘ils. what is chiefly 
troubling me as Charis’s aunt.’ 

Again a generous spirit spurred me on. 

‘ Then don’t let it trouble you,’ I exclaimed 
warmly. ‘ Forgive me for saying so, Miss Leigh, 
but Miss Barley is quite able to take care of herself, 
and Lawrence Livers incapable of a mean act.’ 

‘ Even witli a woman ? ’ muttered my stepmother. 

‘ Even with a woman,’ I repeated firmly. 

‘ What of poor Mrs. LeightO'Ci ? ’ .‘■the asked. ' 

Miss Leigh’s prle face flickered uneasily. 

I had foi gotten Diana, but still the tide of self- 
abnegation swept me on, 

‘Whatever my friend’s relations with Mrs. Leigh- 
ton may have been, he will have learned from tnem 
nothing ignoble. Lawrence is a man of scrupulous 
honour. Women of the most delicate moral 
organisation know this by instinct, and therefore 
trust him.’ * 

‘ But the question is/ snapped my stepmother^ 
‘ but the question is, whether Mr. Rivers is a marry- 
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ing man. That's what interests people with girls 
to look after ! ' 

marrying man!' I exclaimed. ‘What man 
shall say of himself that he is a marrying man ? 
It depends on circumstances, opportunities, the 
meeting of symj*athies which possibly miss. But 
Lawrence is as likely to marry as another ; besides 
he has the claims of the .Beck^tone property to 
consider.' • 

‘The facts are J:hese, Miss Leigh,’ said my step- 
mother firmly, ‘and it’s n*> good blinking at them 
because they're uni^le^y^ant. As far as a man can 
be bound to a woman ''Uth a husband still living, 
Mr, Riveis A.^uiid to Mrs. Leighton If Mr. 
Leighton were to die it's an understood thing that 
he woTild marry her. People say that 's what he is 
waiting for. It is this unfoitunate situation which 
renders Mr. Rivers’s attentions to a young woman 
compromising. He expects them to understand 
how things are, and, if tjiey 're prepared to meet him 
half-way, he naturally tells himself it’s done at their 
risks. This is how men reason, although their loyalty 
to one anothei* won^'t a^llow them to admit it — and 
poets are the wor^^t of the lot 1 ’ • 

LTiider this doucl^e poor Miss Leigh shivered; 
views of life were here thrust upon her notice from 
which her delicacy shiank. She glanced |it me as 
it were for protection and I raised my shield. 

‘ With the common herd,' I said, ‘ with men of 
shallow mind and undeveloped mc^ral feeling what 
my stepmother has said is almost tiiie^ but even 
wfeh fhe average man in qu^stion^ of obligation 
arising from such relations with virtuous women it 
is never safe to generalis?? On the other hand men 
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of Lawrence’s exalted character arc entirely removed 
from these base standards. Rivers is one who gives 
all or nothing. No man living has a higher respect 
for women ; few men’s ideals have been less under- 
stood.’ 

I spoke with u;^rmth. A faint colour rose in Miss 
Leigh’s face. m 

‘Thank you, Mr. St^od,’ she said; ‘you have 
greatly relie\ed my mind. { have, moreover, the 
greatest respect for Charis’s cha»:actcr and clever- 
ness. What you have told me has made me see that 
any interference on my part would be worse than 
useless. Thank you very much for your advice. 
Good-bye.’' - __ 

Then she shook hands with us both and faded 
from the room. ^ 

‘She’s even sillier than you arc !’ exclaimed my 
stepmother turning to me, from the bell on which 
she had just thrust an irritable finger. 

‘Surely,’ said I, ‘you didn’t expect me to malign 
my friend out of pique.’ 

‘ Nonsense ! ’ she retorted. ‘ Of all forms of vanity 
that of sham duty discharged at 'sham personal 
sacrifice is the mvst odious! The girl, I suppose, 
must be allowed to throw herself at the man’s head 
and take the consequences. As for you and your 
love affairs I ’ve done with them — unless you ’re pre- 
pared to marry the aunt! A nice couple you’d 
make!. She can’t touch the realities of life with a 
pair of tongs whilst you make a hero of a man who, 
if he were* honest, would start a harem and appoint 
you his door-kqeper ! ’ 

I preserved my dignity and, I hope, my temper, 
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although I addressed her as madam (from mummie 
to madam — what a drop !). 

‘You have said/ I told her, ‘ more than I am pre- 
pared to Hear even from my father’s wife, I will 
leave you to think over you^ words, and trust aftei' 
reflection that yc^i will end iti sc:eing the injustice 
you have done me ! ’ ^ 

Nor was I mistaken. 

On that same evening I received a letter from her. 
It \\?is, she said, foolish for us to quarrel. She had 
intended me to niarry Charis Darley. We all had 
our ambitions Jfor those whose happiness we desired. 
If she had failed in hers* it was not her fault. 

It was a clever e.iough letter and n^eant that 
wC couiu not afford to quarrel. Recognising the 
weigh^^ of her unuttcred argument, I replied by 
apologising for the hastiness of my temper and 
requesting her to forget the unkind things wrung 
fro*m me in the heat of thb moment. 

It is thus that liumanity represses* the instincts of 
primitive pugnacity. 



- CHAPTER XX 

Two sides of Lawrence Rivers have been concealed 
from me, cither purposely or out of that strange 
shyness of the heart from which few are free. I 
was never admitted into the penctraKa of his mind 
wherein Diana Leighton had been enshrined ; the 
withering votive offerings on tlie-^tejnple walls were 
unseen by me. 

Diana was in Rome in generous exile, fearmg her 
presence should obstruct the smooth course of his 
career. In Rivers, as a social reformer endeavouring 
to teach his countrymen a new ideal of citizenship, 
critics tried to see something of an amateur. He 
was an aristocrat ; he was rich ; he was a poet ; he 
had no ‘axe to grind ’ nor anything in common with 
the professional politician. ^ Papers'^ like the Times 
pretended’ not tOt take him too seriously, but this 
was rather because he was working in novel groo^/es 
outside the ring of party than that his work was 
ineffective. Both by his poems and his work in the 
League he had touched the consciences of his country- 
men who had power to think. His public acts are 
too fresh in the public knowledge for me to repeat 
details already well known. My aim — an aim which 
grows clearer as I write — is to show you the n.an 
where he touched the emotional side of life. For 
unless we know something of his feeling for Diana 
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Leighton, and make allowances for the influence on 
his character which Charis Darley exercised before 
that derived from the* earlier sources had died but, 
much of h*is poetry will be obscure. For example, 
those three strange poems, ^ Doubt,’ ‘Dread,’ ‘ Dave,’ 
become intelligible only when re^ad by the light 
thrown on them by cf rtain^passages from the histoi'y 
of his own heart. ^ • 

What right have we — and I once more plunge 
into* the language^ of metaphors which wound least 
sensitive souls still fecdi.'.g on his memory — what 
right have we,« I ask^ to say that a man (and such a 
man !) should raise only one shrine to the love of 
woman? , • 

Fate ordained that Lawience Rivers should raise 

« 

two, a/id that I (his ‘ little secretary with the withered 
smile’!) should see them abuilding. The last 
ominous structure spruii^g indeed from the ruins of 
my own heart, yet was 1 loyal enough never to curse 
the architect. 

On this achievement let vulgar minds throw 
shallow ridicule, but those who look beneath the 
surface of thinigs ^will •only see a sacrifice paid by 
loyalty to frimidship. I had bccnj*as it wcie, a nurse 
of. Lawrence’s enthusiasm singe I first saw it blaze 
forth at Oxford. Was it* for me to try to crush it, or 
worse still, to poison it by hint and innuendj because 
deStiny made me its obscure victim ? 

What a plan feels foi^ a woman or for women is 
often the key olT his character. This was the case 
with Shelley. It is still more true of* Lawrence 
Rivers* My. duty as his biogr^Lpher, ^therefore, is to 
make this clear, and not to cry out and show my 
own gaping wounds because my affections were 
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dashed to the dust by the rush of his triumphant 
car. 

Some men of dominant character claim many 
victims. In the case of Lawrence Rivers I know 
omly of two — Diana Leighton and myself. ' 

The early summer came. The League of the 
Higher Citizenship flourished both political parties 
courted us, but Rivers fis yet would not let us yield 
to either. 

‘ They Ve smothered the Rritish citizen under 
catch-words,’ he said ; ‘ neither of them ever yet 
tried to teach him the first elements of civic duty ! ’ 
His speeches at this time were full of fire but few 
guessed where the fuel was gathered^ 

I know not why Rivers ceased to confide in me, 
but love — especially successful love in a i proud 
nature — needs not the solace of sentimental gossip. 
If he rarely spoke to me of Charis Darley, although 
they were meeting almost daily, it was not because 
he then mistrusted me. Yet who knows what she 
may have told him ? She had her own part to play, 
her own goal to reach. The Lydian maiden who 
challenged Athene to the \veaving • match waf; not 
more subtle. Wkat strange fabric woven of love, 
hope, and fear, may not Charis Aiave hung before ^is 
admiring eyes? I was only a pawn in the game. 
Shall I complain because she used me as one? 

What man following his own inclinations has 'not 
stifled rthe voice of shame? Rivers guessed that 1 
knew how he was abandoning an ‘older allegiance 
for the charm of a younger spell. It is enough for 
me to repeat, withoyt further explanation, that his 
confidence in me ceased as he wandered along the 
path where Charis Darley was beckoning him. 
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History indeed was repeating itself. Just as he 
had placed a ring round himself and Diana Leighton 
he now rebuilt the barrier to keep me out. 

In both cases I was able to look over the fence. 

It mu5t not be imagined that because a troublccf 
and intricate morftent in his affections removed me 
from my friend’s confidence that he was the less 
solicitous for my welfare. On the contrary, he made 
an effort to secure m^ future happiness, which I 
know*Charis Darle^/ suggested. 

How far this view is justified will now be shown. 

In June Fivers sur|^moned me to Bcckstone Park, 
perhaps for other reasons than those he gave. The 
staff in Victoria ^Street could deal with th^ business 
^^FTne League, but I was necessary for his own corre- 
spondence, public and private. 

At Bcckstone there were several guests (the names 
of most I have forgotten), among them Charis Darley 
and*lier aunt. 

Although I frequently met Miss Le*igh, and called 
occasionally at Chelsea, since Miss Darley had 
refused me I had not sought, although I made no 
effort tpo avoid ht^r society. This I felt was due to 
us both- Whefi 'we did meet, however*, he^ manner 
was, very gracious, ^f I may lu^e the word in such 
associations she was propitiatory. She almost 
seemed to say, ‘You know too much but you gave 
me a'promise and I trust you to keep it.’ 

The suspicion that I had*a certain power over her 
I admit pleased m^, though, I trust, not to the extent 
of meanness. My manner never said to her: ‘Miss 
Dariey, if I were to tell Lawrence Rivers how you 
used his secretary as a sort of stalking-horse to bring 
him within your range where would you be?’ If 

N 



194 MR. JOHN STROOD 

such an idea entered my mind it went no further. For 
the thoughts it suggested were mean and revengeful. 
They also pointed to a futile policy. For suppose a 
^sore and humiliated spirit had tempted me to tell 
L’awrence, what would have happened? Would he 
have seen any g^rave "offence in conduct so flattering 
,to himself? Certainly T^ot. ‘ Tliese/ he would have 
said, ‘ are woman’s weapons. I regret that they have 
wounded you, but it is all the fortune of the eternal 
war of sex.’ For if there were ^a weak side to my 
friend’s character it was the over-indulgent allow- 
ances which he was always, ready to make for 
women. 

‘Because women are beautiful,’ I once protested 
(the conversation ^ indiiectly referred to Diana 
Leighton), ‘ is no reason why we should toler^\te their 
deceit ! ’ 

‘ You will never understand women,’ he replied. 
‘ What you unkindly call “di'ceit” is only a devious 
and indirect way (they think it unseen !) of seeking 
what their hearts are clamouring for. Women, 
John, are the worst victims of the artificial social 
arrangement which assumes that i'xr is immodest to 
claim what their natures most ardently seek. So they 
are driven, poor loving souls, t-o win it by stealth !’ 

If Miss Darley had understood Lawrence’s broad 
views ,pn the relations of the sexes as well as I 
did, I wonder whether she would have thought it 
wor^h while to treat me with such deference and 
respect ! I aya no cynic, for I saw a more generous 
reason for her amiability ! Was not my heart among 
the trophies whicivshe had a right to hang up in the 
Temple of Vanities ? 

But if I were anxious to protect Rivers against 
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Miss Darley it was not for my own sake. I saw 
Diana Leighton’s beautiful eyes under the shadow 
of dark brgws and fading hair turned to me be- 
seechingly. She seemed to say, ‘ Save me from tho 
raids of this beautiful pirate.’ • , • 

I seemed the sole witness of -an unequal conflict 
in which two women were st*/iving after one man. • 
All such battles have been geTierous in bribes, 
That^is why a more ignoble nature than my own 
might have suspect(*d Charis Darley of purchasing a 
silence which, even had it been broken, could have 
done her no harm. • • ♦ 

I found Rivers playing the host charmingly as 
qsual. The werfthcr was fine; gardens and park 
were riotous with the beauty wlkch slowly receding 
spring ^nd swift-coming summci strew on field and 
forest, quiet river-banks and grassy mountain-side — 
the J;ime when the heart# of youth leaps and the 
roses bloom. But my heart, alas ! had, leaped in vain, 
my roses were fallen. W*hat consolations were left 
forme? Yet sometimes even when we see them 
least they are nearest at Ijand. 
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When I arrived at Beckstonc Rivers met me hospit- 
ably and took me to his study, ^t was my first visit 
since the old Squire died. Little was altered, but the 
big hall had been ♦'e-carpeted and the boughs lopped 
off the great tree which shadowed the library. 

I pointed out this. 

‘ I want more light than my father,’ he answered, 
‘ but love trees no h'ss.’ 

Then I glanced round the book-shelves. There 
were changes there. M^^ch literature of modern 
France had invaded and usur[:)ed the place held by 
an accumulation of obsolete but well-bound rubbish. 

We stood by an open window and looked out on 
the familiar landscape, the terraced lawns, the park 
with grq-'t rounded trees and Fresh yjourg under- 
growth, the dappled shade, and the blue hills beyond. 
The air was full of “ faint sumiVicr murmurs, the sky 
islanded with milky patches of cloud. In the old 
Squire’*S time I had often stood in the same place at 
the same hour watching the same beautiful well- 
ordered scene, conscious then as now of the eternal 
contrast I wiis a bubble on the human stream 
being swept rapidly down to the dark where the old 
Squire, my benefactor, had been borne before Ine. 
Sky, clouds, hills, the ever-recurrent glories of 
summer, unchanging elements from which the 
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beauty of the landscape sprang, all taught the 
same melancholy lesson. The world and its beauty 
endureth for ever. Man flies through its bright- 
•'ness, out of the dark into the dark, incapable of 
happinej?s during his brief passa«ge. Perhaps •in 
most of us that ?hink the sting of regret that the 
beauty of a summer’s d^y conceals stirs this 
transient sense of melancholy. »There are mooefs 
in which we almost •envy the oaks and beeches 
their* sublime in^difference to the ever-present 
necessity of death. Put why we should sigh when 
our health is •good pnd our physical comfort un- 
threatened (unless it be from thi‘ weight of this 
artificial world gf which the world of natyre makes 
us conscious), is a problem in obscure sorrow for 
psychologists to solve. 

But that afternoon even as I sighed I became 
conscious of a cause. Under an old yew-tree which 
left*a purple patch of shadow on the sunlit turf, in "a 
low garden-chair, reading a book, saf Charis Darley 
white and radiant. 

My nature had been balked I That was why I 
sighed ! ♦ • • * 

I think Lawrence Rivers heard» mfe, fo^ he said, 
‘ Clvinge and rest will do you gQod, John.' 

‘You are like the prindc in a fairy-tale,’ I said, 
‘ reigning here in a magic palace.’ ^ 

I *might have added, ‘ The princess is waiting for 
you under the yew-tree,’ ^but the thought had, roots 
in soil bearing sildnt fruit. ^ 

Are not all sentimental sufferers of t*he heart 
teiMpted to wallow in the regress of their own un- 
realised dreams ? The waft of scented air from the 
garden seemed to whisper, ‘John, dear! is it not 
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better to have loved and lost than never to have 
loved at all.” ’ 

Since those days I have learned much. 

Of all the illusory phenomena of man s conscious # 
life love is the arch-dissembler. Yet for this ghostlike 
hunger there is no reinedy but an unsubstantial feast. 

Rivers broke the silence. 

‘ I have been thinking about you a good deal, 
John/ he said. 

On the lawn where Charis Darley sat Dryad-like 
under the yew I seemed to see a cause of this 
interest. What had she told him? 

‘ It’s good of you, Lawrence/ 1 replied. 

‘ There’s this business of the League,’ he went on ; 

‘ we want to keep its inner organisation as muchin ‘ 
our hands as possible. For this we need devoted 
workers who see with our eyes, not hirelings from 
the half-loyal ranks of political Nonconformity — 
'll lends of Barker and other malignant misiuter- 
preters of our fnotives.’ 

I agreed with him. 

‘ I ’ve talked over these matters with Miss Leigh 
and her niece,’ he went on,*' ardent ^.caguers, as you 
know. Lnave oFen thought — in fact, you and I have 
discussed it — that our organisation is weak where it 
should be strongest. The female sense of national 
duty in England is at the lowest ebb. The women 
who rule a society which they are rapidly rendering 
decrepit are the worst enemies of higher civic ideals.’ 

‘ They ’ve no ideals,’ said I, ^ only caprices. These 
polished' barbarians, living in ill- enjoyed flimsy 
luxury from which the sense of domesticity has b^en 
driven, and into which that of culture can’t enter, have 
no higher ideals than to find men to pay their bills.’ 
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‘You arc hard on them, John/ he replied; ‘but 
there are bitter moments when we can only see the 
worst types, of which' too many are on the fop. 

> Remember there are others. We know some — here he 
glanced* towards the yew-tree, and* perhaps inwardly 
at the lagly in R^me — ‘ who can hejp us more than 
men. Such women are maijy times more snbtle than^ 
we are. They are the builders of ^he atmospheres we 
breathe. We stumble awkwardly in the kingdom 
they rule. All th^s means, John, that the League is 
too weak on one side. To strengthen irt Ve decided 
to introduce a' female element.’ 

‘In what shape?’ 1 asked. 

‘ In a sccrcta,vy and a ladies’ branch,’ h(^ replied. 

Then he pointed out that the work of the League 
had already become a task too much for one man, 
however capable and industrious — for l^livers never 
forgot to recognise my services by generous appre- 
ciation. 

The lady with whorn he had been carrying on 
negotiations (chiefly through Miss Darley, I inferred) 
had once been secretary of the Guild of Good Deeds, 
a society stai tt?d fpr<ln? purpose of raising the stan- 
dard of the masses by the examp’^s of th<? classes. 

1 It died for want-of public support,’ said 1. 

‘ I know,’ said he. 

‘ What is the lady’s name ? ’ I asked. 

Mrs. Tracy Hill was the lady’s name. 

‘Widow of the late 'Professor Tracy PljllP’ I 
inquired. ' \ 

‘ I believe so,’ said he. 

^ ‘ Th%n I Ve heard of her,’ sa?4 h I The professor, 
an ingenious Egyptologist, left her a considerable 
fortune. To a rea.sonable extent she has been 

/ 
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devoting it to good works. When he was alive she 
acted as secretary to her husband — an amiable and 
able old gentleman considerably older than herself, 
whom I once met at a soiree of the Geographical" 
Society. Mrs. Hill is p. capable woman of consider- 
able personal attractioh, and, I Vc no doubt, under a 
little guidance, LawrencQ, migjit learn to help us on 
the League.’ r 

' For guidance, John, she wMl have to look to^ou,’ 
he answered quietly. ‘But Mrs., Hill is coming to 
stay here for a few days, really for the purpose of 
meeting you, for unless you -find her efficient, it 
would be unwise of us to invite her to be your 
colleague. » Talk the matter over with her, John, and 
see what can be done. The decision rests with you.’ 

I admit that I was flattered by this proof' of his 
confidence. Often kivers arrived at important de- 
cisions concerning the Leag^uc and its politics without 
consulting me until it was too late. But apart from 
the sense of official satisfaction I even felt a more 
subtle thrill of pride. Might there not be behind 
my friend a new guiding influence that more fully 
recognised my merit No’w, although Rivers^ had 
always done rnc i: ore than justice in words, he had 
by his acts scarcely .admitted my judgment to the 
same high place in his respect. Miss Barley may 
not havq been sufficiently impressed by my position 
and appearance to choose me for her husband, but 
I instinctively felt that she fully appreciated my 
qualities as a ^an of the world* dealing with a 
difficult and intricate task. 

A wdman’s irnpres^sions in this direction afe often 
safer as well as shrewder than a man’s. Rivers, I 
guessed, had discussed his scheme for a ladies’ 
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branch of the League with Miss Darlcy ; Miss 
Darley had recommended Mrs. Tracy Hill, ‘only/ 
she no doubt added, ‘leave the final decision with 
'John Strood.’ 

This imagined explanation of Lawrence’s conduct 
proved correct, for a little l^^r wjacn I paid my 
respects to Miss Darjey, s^e said, ‘ I do hope yoji 
will like Mrs. Tracy Hill, , Mr. • Strood, for Lm 
responsible for bringing you together.’ 

Then she procc^ided to praise her friend for the 
powers of her mind and the generHsTty of her 

character. * • ^ 

• • 

‘She may seem a little hard,’ she added, ‘in her 
manner when )iOU first know her. Mo^t women 
compelled to deal with the stern business of life do, 
but shxS has the greatest admiration for the work you 
have done on the League, and her ambition would 
be satisfied if she could work under \'Ou ! ’ 

‘ It^s very nice of you to say so, Miss Darley,^! 
replied. ‘ I Ve always ejone my best, often in the 
face of much sullen o[)[)osition. It is a relief to feel 
that, in s})aring Lawrence as much as possible, my 
work has been r^cogiifsecl by so intclligcnt^observcrs 
as Mrs. Tracy’llil^.’ • 

Mrs. Tracy Ildl arrived in the afternoon when we 
were all taking tea on t*he lawn. There were, I 
remember, seven or eight guests, j'oung ii^en and 
women devoted, unless their conversation misrepre- 
sented their tastes, to golf, bridge, ciicket, hockey, 
croquet, tennis, dr other branches eyf sport. They 
were all very modern and representative.* Rivers, 
M<'ss Darley, Mrs. Tracy Hili, and, myself were 
modern too, but on the side of thought and culture. 
Between the two groups I was conscious of a gulf 
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crossed easily by Lawrence and Miss Darlcy, but 
impassable by Mrs Tracy Hill and myself. I hated 
this fanaticism for games ; so did she. I lamented 
the love of solemn trifling which makes English'^ 
life seem so absurd to unprejudiced observers. She 
agreed with me. 

^ Games, 1 observed, were ceasing to be pastimes 
and becoming highly organised popular ceremonies. 
We were approaching the ‘loaf and circus’ which 
demoralised the Roman populace 

There \Vct:, no greater evidence of national de- 
terioration, she admitted, than- this ^glorification of 
sport. 

Thus v^e met on grounds of not ignoble sympathy. 

I had once endeavoured to persuade Lawrence 
Rivers to devote the machinery of the League to 
attack the excessive love of sport, to which I main- 
tained our national dullness was due. There were 
^unfortunately national weaknesses of which he failed 
to see the evil.' His contention was that the wrong 
people played games ; not that they were over- 
played. Divert some of the stream of athleticism 
from the public schools tb 1‘he beard schools, he 
argued, aLd yoU'Avould strike a healthy balance. 

From the youthful opponentiof compulsory cricket 
this view struck me as weitk. 

I trust the reader of these pages will not imagine 
that my respect for Rivers had changed because my 
senscr of proportion compels me at times to differ 
from his views, ’and I especially hope that my most 
malignant critics, tempted by the spirit of meanness, 
may ifot attribute to jealousy opinions forniOd after 
the closest and most impartial observation of my 
friend’s methods. Not once have I allowed the fact 
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that Miss Darley preferred him to me to cloud my 
judgment. This I repeat with a clear conscience. 

As a leader in the* broader principles of bur 
national life Rivers has had few equals in my 
generation, but in the details of conduct I still 
venture to maintain that hi^ teaching would ha\e 
often been more effective had he followed my advice. ^ 
This view, to my surprise and gratification, I found 
that Mrs. Trac}^ Hid* shared. The discovery was 
made? at our fiist conversation. 

We had wandered away fbgether, arrd“^cre lean- 
ing over the t^irace 9f the lawn which looked down 
on other lawns below. On one* were two tennis- 
courts, on anotjier croquet hoops glisten, ed in the 
slanting rays of the sun. I^eyond, in the park, red 
and white flags fluttered over Ihe well-kept greens 
of a private golf course. * 

‘ Everywhere temples to the gods of Britisli sport ! ’ 
exdaimcd Mrs. Hill. * 

‘Yes,’ said I, ‘the old Squire Vas an ardent 
sportsman.’ 

‘ I know,’ she returned ; ‘ but what a strange fancy 
of Ma Rivers tc^ to meet ns ! ’ 

Then Mrs. flill glanced back at ^he-othFrs. They 
wefe gathered Kuin^l their lio^st who was talking. 
Their laughter reached uN. It seemed meaningless 
to both. 

‘i^awrcnce,’ said I, ‘has odd whims at times. He 
delights in contrasts.’ » ^ 

‘ i\nd then,’ replied Mrs. Hill (\ think with un- 
necessary meaning), ‘*he has Miss Darley’s taste to 
consul 1>1 ’ ^ > 

‘1 don’t know that,’ I replied, again loyally on the 
defensive ; ‘ but he is wonderfully tolerant.’ 
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^ Tolerant — yes/ my new friend replied. ‘ But what 
can he see in those young men and women. They 
are clever, well-dressed, well-built, excellent speci- 
mens of the race as human animals ; but beyond, 
what is there? — a bundle of silly ambitions which 
bats and balls, dubs rnd bunkers, hoops and mallets, 
and a little futile dexterity oi hand and eye may 
satisfy. How can the nation profit by such as they, 
Mr. Strood ? ’ 

The same question had often filh'd me with anxiety. 

I paiisea lo consider it, but before my answer 
came she resumed her indictmqnt. 

‘Those young people will marry some day, Mr. 
Strood — unless they arc too selfish to undertake the 
obligations of matrimony — and those young women 
will bring into the world (in limited and dwindling 
numbers) boys and girls animated by similar sport- 
ing fanaticisms.’ 

• What then is tiic remedy, Mrs. Hill?’ 1 asked. 

‘ Must this cult go on till the proletariat rise in 
disgust and shake an enfeebled State to its founda- 
tions, because it is no longer able to give them 
worthy rulers, or will a strongeivraoe push us' from 
our place, and le?/ve us to a[)pcase our starving souls 
on the glories of the, bat and bf.ll, the cleek and vthe 
bunker? ’ 

‘ The^e is only one remedy,’ replied Mrs. Tracy 
Hill. ‘The duties of the Higher Citizenship must 
be brought home to every liiother in England.’ 

Thus with greut skill this able, patriotic, and most 
attractive lady brought me to the object of her visit. 
Need I say tl;iat I hurried more than half-avay-to 
meetllier ? 

Already I was anticipating the pleasure of working 
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with a kindred and sympathetic colleague of the 
other sex ! Already a sense of well-being was in- 
vading a consciousness which Charis Darley had so 
•ruthlessly devastated ! 

Mrs. 7Vacy HiH, moreover, filled' me with a sense 
of power. , If such a word as '\e.malf-virility existed 
I would select it to express ipy meaning. She looked 
down on me and smiled, for^ she was taller than I, 
although her fine stature created in me no sense of 
physical inferiority. Her contempt for the comely 
young sportsmen and their female associates had 
taught me th^at she# sought elsewhere those finer 
sources of power which alone satisfy women of the 
nobler sort. . * 

If there are moments of sorrow there are also 
moments of consolation when ^\ve drink from the 
cup generously offered long draughts of moral com- 
fort. In life we are swept from pain to bliss by the 
winds of circumstance, as the seeds of earth are 
carried by the breezes of J;hc ph3\sical world ‘ to their 
dark wintry beds.' Looking back it now seems that 
this gracious lady, so col^l and proud with the unde- 
servirfg, proffere;^ me the solace for which I had long 
been waiting. I ^began to look '•on ^the world in 
a sorener inood. Why should rot Lawrence Rivers 
take his pastime even if 'Diana Leighton paid the 
price? Happiness is attainable only by processes 
of readjustment. Every one in that sunny garden, 
I felt, was driving or bein^ driven tciwards some end. 
Even the young ‘sportsmen and sportswomen may 
have had their own aspirations under their toughened 
breasts.* I knew where Charis tDarley was clriving 
the car of her hopes. Was it for me to obstruct the 
flashing wheels of this daring charioteer? 
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I guesse^J what was growing under Rivers’s deep 
and solemn eyes. I even — audacious though the 
thought may be — divined a purpose behind the quiet 
brows of Mrs. Tracy Hill. It may be that her life/ 
too, was less full Vhap ,shc believed It may be that 
even the formation of^R ladies’ league of the Higher 
Chizenship would not .satisf)" all her aspirations. 
Who will dare td guess the hopes that may solace 
the heart of the widow of an eminent man of science 
many ye^ars her senior? Certainly such unfeeling 
conjectures afe not for me, so I say no more. 

But the grou[)s on the lawr.^ broke up and scat- 
tered. IMiss Darley separated me from my newly 
found friend ; Lawrence took me by the arm and 
walked me across the park and tlie lengthening 
shadows. The whi^e clouds had gathered hn the 
eastern sky, the rays from the blazing west flushed 
their snowy coils with ethet'eal pink. 

‘ Well,’ said Rivers abruptly, ‘ will she do? ’ 

' Do ! ’ I exclaimed, jarred by the insufficiency of 
the phrase ; ‘ Mrs. Tracy Hill is a woman of impres- 
sive character.’ 

'Good !/ exclaimed Lawrenc^o. ‘ Th.it means khe’ll 
help us start a w(f^men’s branch.’ 

‘Yes,’ said I, ‘on condition that no salary is 
offered her.’ 

' She may make her mind easy on that point,’ he 
answered carelessly. 

It ks strange how inadeefuate the imagination even 
of a poet may l^e in rendering justice to a woman’s 
motives. ' Although for the sake of our finance I 
had suggested to Mrs. Hill the wisdom and‘’dign<vy 
of foregoing a salary, I was none the less anxious 
that Rivers should do justice to her generous spirit. 
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‘Mrs. Tracy Hill works as you work, Lawrence/ 
[ said, ‘ and not for the sake of reward.' 

‘ That 's all ri^ht/ he said. ‘ I wish we had a few 
tnore Leaguers of the sort ! The work costs me six 
liundred u year. Luckily Mrs. Hill* is well off for‘a 
^idovv and^can arford to pay h^r sh^rc. When will 
^ou begin, John ? ' ^ 

Then I explained our new scheme, or rather Mrs. 
Hill’s, for it sprang luilly e(iiiipped from the brain 
^vhieff had conceive(il it in anticipation of our meeting. 

And so that daiy ended in"^ success. x sat beside 
Mrs. Tracy fHll at .dinner, and listened (as she 
istened) in silent disapprov^al to the frivolous 
:hatter of the ^young men and vomciu brought 
together, no doubt, by Rivers (possibly to amuse 
Miss D^rley) as a contrast to us' 

Later, in the drawing-room, Miss Datlcy took me 
aside. 

‘ r ought to have told you, Mr. St rood,’ she said 
gravely, ‘that Mrs. Trac)'^IlilI is one of m)^ best and 
most valued friends. She had heard much of your 
work before she met you. She is deeply impressed 
by yo4ar character ipw. that she has made your ac- 
quaintance. You have no sister, Mr. ^trood, but if 
you^will allow me, *1 huII speak tp you as one. She 
is a woman of profound feeling and most affectionate 
nature. You are likely to be thrown into the^closest 
intiiliacy in the discharge of congenial work. Will 
you forgive one who respects you both for warning 
you (as I have warned her) that\happiness is a 
fragile thing with which no man or woman should 
spfirt? . * . 

Tfien with an admonishing smile she left me in 
some not unpleasurable bewilderment 
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Few biographies are free from errors of judgment. 
Some suppress too little, otherso conceal too *much. 
Some are a record of weaknesses unsuspected by the 
public, others only paint with an heroic brush. It 
may be the fault of this biography that the writer 
has allowed his own personality to, overshadow that 
of the subject of it more than a delicate sense of 
literary proportion should allow. But as this work 
proceeded I discovered that the character of Law- 
^rence Rivers could only ^ be justly studied through 
my own. The boa-constrictor coils round its prey 
till the monster’s folds conpeal the struggling victim. 
Similarly, I became hidden in the folds of my 
friend’s fame. At the same time I most emphati- 
cally deny that my vanity ha?^ afigh^t to do wKh my 
novel methods, Aor do I doubt that a careful reader 
will fail to see that, whenever my own charycter 
looms on these pages too distinctly, it invariably 
brings* out some quality of my friend. This, if I 
may say so without boasting, is the secret o\ my 
art. • . * 

Thus, in bi^inging about the ’meeting between 
Mrs. Tfacy Hill, and myself, it is clear that he 
expended much thought. The idea first oedurredTo 
Miss Darley, but it was Lawrence’s profound power 
of reading the hearts of men and women that told 
208 \ 
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him of what signal use the combined skill and 
energy of that most admirable lady and myself 
would be to the League. Now such discrimination 
ks most rare especially in poets who are too oftcri 
little moVe than ^elegant egomaniacs. It will be 
seen, therefore, that in the eyes of Lawrence Rivers 
1 was a good deal more ^than a mere secretary, 
rather was 1 a delicate human instrument recording, 
as it were automatically^ the movements and changes 
in his 'own mind. r 

I spent a delightful week vt Rcckstn'ne i^ark. If 
Rivers had be^’n the ^^indircct cause of flooding my 
soul with darkness he now made Inmself the direct 
means of dispelling the gloom. Whether ,*this was 
design or accident 1 will decide after it has been 
made clear to me that, in the complex interests of 
the human mind with which 1 am dealing, it is 
possible to disentangle their obscure operations. 

Every day it became clearer to me that Sophia 
Tracy Hill and myself vycre guideJ by the same 
standards of life. That Miss Darlcy and Rivers 
were conscious of this too was made equally plain 
by their desire tobiing«us into the same field. 

To regard Rivers as a mere encomrager 01 reckless 
marriages, however, would be foo absurd ; to de- 
scribe Charis Darley as* a matchmaker almost 
equally inaccurate ; but that in this aspect my bene- 
volerfc friend was deeply impressed by the fitness 
of our sympathies is a meftter, to my mind, beyond 
dispute. * 

On the last night ol my visit, instead oLjoining 
^lis^other’ guests in the smoking»room. after dinner 
he took refe to the library and, pushing me back into 
a big armchair in the smiling, masterful manner that 

o 
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J? 

he often adopted towards me, said, ‘ Sit there, John, 
and listen to me.’ 

I leaned back in silent acquiescence. 

' Have you ever thought about getting married ? V 
he' asked bluntly. 

I was a little emb^t-rassed. Before I could reply, 
he added, ‘You mustn’t, think, you know, that I’ve 
been deputed to a^k your intentions.’ 

I was conscious of blushingi 

‘ You mustn’t tease me,’ said H ‘ Of course I ’ve 
thought about marriage — what man hasn’t? I’ve 
often thought about yours.’ 

‘ Never mind mine,’ he replied. ‘ You have 
wandered so recklessly into the. well-preserved 
coverts where marriages are made that they are 
all talking of you.’ 

I blushed again, 

^‘I’m sorry my attentions to Mrs. Tracy Hill 
should have excited notice,’ said I. ‘ I trust they 
have not aroused the malice of any of your young 
friends. I suspected certain significant looks when 
Mrs. Hill and I were late for lunch. I was thankful 
they didn’t cough ! ’ if . ^ 

‘ The looks werre natural,’ he answered, ‘ the cough, 
I trust, restrained by good breading. But I shouldn’t 
be surprised if there has been betting.’ 

‘ About what? ’ I gasped. 

‘ The chances of an engagement between you ! ’ 

‘ G\3od heavens ! ’ I cried, much perturbed ; ‘ sup- 
pose Mrs. Hill uhould hear !’ 

‘ If she does,’ he replied coolly, ‘ she will have no 
cau.se lo blush. There is nothing derogatoty to her 
dignity in being attracted by such a man a^^yourself 
and taking no pains to conceal the fact.’ 
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I heard him in wonder. 

‘ All men are underlings in the scheme of life ^nd 
must obey,’ he went on. 

‘ Obey women ? ’ I asked. 

‘ Certainly, wl^ien they call on \is to complete our 
destiny their own.’ , 

‘ But what about %ou, Lawrence ? ’ I asked bol41y ;•* 
‘ you don’t (if I may say so) hc?*.r them calling, and 
Beckstone needs an Ireir.’ 

'i thought we « agreed that my name was not on 
the list,’ he answered gravel) 

‘I know,’'! s'aid^ a^ little nervously, ‘things are 
different with you because you ’re Lawrence Rivers.’ 

‘ Then kindly leave me out of the question till my 
time comes,’ he replied. ‘ Marriage is like death — 
no one knows how near it may^be.’ 

‘ That ’s a dismal view of the other human neces- 
sity ! ’ said I. ^ 

‘ I intended it for a cheerful one,’ said he, ‘ V^ou 
see, John, I am anxioys you shouldn’t shut your 
eyes and run like a mountain-goat to stonier pastures 
than those you ’re invit<|kd to browse on ! ’ 

Tiiea I feltr m^sc^f tingling all over^as I inter- 
preted my fricyd’s meaning i?ito* the reckless 
language of surprise^.* 

‘You don’t,’ I exclaimed, ‘you don’t think Sophia 
Tracy Hill really wants to marry me?’ 

^ Ask her and see,’ Rivers replied. 

‘ But she has only knofv^n me a v^eek ! ’ 

‘You will leaVn that much is }\ossible in seven 
days, John, especially if you read Genesis.’* ^ 

‘^HoV do you know?’ I askdd, strangely agitated. 

Soph^ is not the sort of woman to be inspired by 
a ^dden passion for any man.’ 
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‘ Passion is sometimes too violent a word to 
convey love’s secrets, John. But Mrs. Tracy Hill is 
a widow of two years’ standing ; she is also the 
widow of an elderly man. Widows may have their 
romances as well as maids, even if they are pitched 
in a lower key.’ 

‘ But, LawTcncc,’ I stammered — for I was conscious 
of a certain under-current of dismay in the situation 
' — ‘ but, Lawrence, I can’t afford to keep a wife ! ’ 

‘Mrs. Tracy Hill has more than enough for two, 
John. Marriages are not all serenades, roses, and 
nightingales — ’tis, alas! a poet who ^pCctks. It may 
be a convenient assortment of the sexes for reasons 
which the Prayer Book specifies, although the 
measure has been offered you in a less ingenuous 
’ cup. John, my friend, I have no right to say more, 
nor can I do so without betraying confidences 
tapped in your interests. After what I have told 
you it seems to me there ’s only one course for you 
to take. If you fail in your duty you will forfeit 
the respect of more than one of your friends. Need 
I say more I I leave you to think it over. I ’m 
going to join our young critics in the "'moking-rcom. 
Good-night.' e 

Then he walked out of the roo«in, leaving me alone 
with a most agitating discovery but warmed in- 
wardly with the novel glow which, if it means 
anything, is a prognostic of approaching happiness. 

But why had m^^ friend dbne this thing? 

Because, no doObt, in the first case Charis Darley 
had set him on I But a-fterwards because his tender 
nature could not endure to see a woman’s' heart, 
suffer in silence when an effort of his might ^find a 
remedy for the pang. 
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Rivers, I remembered, had actually, ordered me 
to propose to Sophie^ Tracy Hill under penalty, if 
I refused^ of losing- his friendship ! 

Yet critics are not wanting who have dared, to 
describe him as an egomaniac,! / 

Surely, this attempt to sppre woman of noble 
character _Uie sorrows wVich unrequited love gnia’^ 
bring is sufficient answer tq theif^. 

That night I turned on a sleepless pillow. Was** 
Sophia, I wondered, tossing on an equally restless 
couch? I glanced at her r:rtivcl>^at the breakfast 
table but was re1iev<ed,to sec the^serenity of her face 
untroubled. Hers was a strong, deep nature, con- 
c'^aling sorrow»as a sleeping pool hides *the secrets 
beneath its placid syifacc. 

But 1 knew what was expe^jted of me. A voice* 
whispered, ‘ There is no time to lose.’ But could a 
man ask a woman to Jdc his wife after a week’s 
acquaintance? I^ut why not — in such a case? 
Sympathy not days should be the force to guide 
the feelings. Sophia Tracy Hill was a widow who 
knew the world. She ^Iso must know the message 
whi^h had been ^corfveyed to me. It \^as no rape 
of the Sabine inactions. I too halS been a victim in 
love’s wars although my heart bore no dishonour- 
able scars ! 

^ I Ve arranged for you to go by the eleven train, 
John, as you wished,’ said Rivers. ‘ Mrs. Tracy Hill is 
going up at the same tiPne. Thisiwill be pleasanter 
for you both.’ * ^ 

I seemed to feel the hands of. destiny shaping its 
enjis but beneath the apparent calm there lurked a 
feeling of suspense. I saw the future through a 
clQud. Behind the rolling mists I beheld such fair 



214 MR, JOHN STROOD 

prizes as Prosperity, Domesticity, and Congenial 
Wo;k. 

Mrs. Tracy Hill appeared on the lawn prepared 
foi; the journey. The air of refined restraint in her 
dress pleased me. It seemed an implied criticism 
on the excess of fipery to which my eye was too 
• accustomed. The sev&rity of a plain felt hat unre- 
lieved by a feather, the fall of a short brown skirt 
to the top of stout brown bocts, the precision of a 
man’s double collar and blue-and white tie all told 
their tale. Not perhaps a flattering tale (except to 
myself) but one revealing the s^'mple Strength of a 
brave and practical nature. 

What more could I ask in a ^ravelling com- 
panion ? 

‘ I hear, Mr. Stiood,’ she said, ‘ that you arc good 
enough to see me safely to Paddington.’ 

I glanced at the front door and saw them placing 
our luggage in the smart omnibus used to convey 
guests to and from the station. 

My modest bag was supported by her solid trunks, 
‘ containing,’ as I afterwards learned, ‘ chiefly books 
and papers.’ 

Rivers and his guests, standing on the threshold, 
wished us good-byo. Their 'encouraging smiles 
followed us down the drive. 

‘ How beautiful the rhododendrons arc,’ said I to 
dispel the gathering sense of shyness which such a 
departure must bear with it, ^and how the bees are 
humming ! Thc^ world is at its best.’ 

The thought ‘ How much does she think I know ? ’ 
oppressed me. The sequel to it, Mf she knoWs wha^ 
I know, what does she expect me to do?’ added to 
the weight of the first doubt. 
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‘ Love/ I said to myself, ‘ love — at least at the 
cutset — has everything but calm.’ 

For I recalled that rash evening in March and the 
scene in the rose-pink room at Chelsea. That gave 
me paifse. But then that attempt had been un- 
solicited — but this? Delicacy would not permit me 
to complete the thoug^ht. ^ i 

The omnibus rolled on through the summer 
morning. The hedges were pink and white with 
dog-roses. Thru^ies were singing in the coppices, 
larks above the waving meac^^w-grasTres. 

Twenty m?imt«s’ ^jrive brought us to the station, 
where surreptitiously (for 1 felt That the act would 
have vexed hej;* reasonable economic mind) I ex- 
changed the return ^half of my second-class ticket 
for a first. 

'Shall I get you some papers?’ I asked. 

‘No, thank you,’ .she said. ‘ 1 have my book — if 
I sTiould want it.’ 

Was there a faint ernphasis on the ‘ if’? I could 
not be sure. Feeling expresses itself in spite of 
ourselves. Does the v^ild bird know when it calls 
to ite future mgteiP (certainly whether Sophia Tracy 
Hill needed the book or not miglit dd^end on me. 

.What are you raiding?’ 1 ^sked. 

^ First Conditions of* Human Prosperity'^ she 
answered. ‘ Do you know it? ’ ^ 

•Yes,’ I answered. ‘The author has collected 
much interesting evidence on tli^ subject of diet, 
and discusses Mic problems of eVvercrowding and 
that of land tenure with con^derable inteliigence.’ 

^ So we stood on the platforrr^ of tljie littl 3 country 
statioj^waiting for the train, talking about the book 
T&e wind blew across the summer fields. The long 
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line of rails, stretching apparently to infinitude, 
shone in the sun. 

But a bell rang, a porter took charge of our hand- 
baggage, the train ran into the station. Then a 
few moments more ^and we were jface to face in a 
first-class carriage, journeying — who shall ^ay where? 

^ To be heard abo\4 tl;\e roar of the train I was 
compelled to raise? my voice. 

Many things have occurreeV in railway carriages ; 
no alert official in a peaked cap ^will ever reveal all 
their secrets. vVhat offers of marriage have been 
made in them? What love has'bc*en proffered, what 
pleadings rejected ? What — but why wonder further ? 
I was alori^e with Sophia Tracy Hill, (if we had been 
on our hone}'moon the guard cpuld not have closed 
the door with a greater air of protective decision) 
conscious, yes, fully conscious, that something was 
expected of me. 

Siie placed First Conditions of Human Prosperity 
on the seat beside her, an/:l gazed over her right 
shoulder on the landscape through which we were 
rushing. She saw a winding river with poplar and 
pollarded willows, green moist^ meadows with graz- 
ing cattle, thatched cottages with white-washed 
walls, church-spires s-pringing above tall elms, and 
afar off, to the south, the line of purple hills that 
closed t^e horizon to the gazer from the terraced 
walks at Bcckstone Bark. She saw all this, but what 
else did she see w^ith the eyij that looks within ? 

I watched her ^ace as a meteorolc^gist watches the 
sky for a /^ign. Through she fixed her gaze on the 
green fields a qertainrfaint flutter of her eyelids tplcj. 
me that her thoughts were not centred there. \ 

‘ Sophia ! ’ 
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The spell was broken. Above the rattle of the 
train I had pronounced her name ! 

She turned her face full on me but with unbroken 
^caltn. 

‘ Wh&n a maq makes a discovery of immense 
significance to himself and possitlv to another,’ I 
said, ‘it is his duty to procjaini it although modesty 
should hold him back and difhdeitce say “ No ” ! ’ 

‘And what discovery have* you made?’ she asked, 
without the slightest signs of the coquetry from 
which, on such occasions, the manner'-of few women 
is exempt ; ‘fhatds, if I have any right to ask.’ 

‘You alone have the right,’ 1 replied, remember- 
ing with that rehex prompting of the hpart some 
one else who had spurned tlic right. ‘None other 

has it-* ’ Perhaps the clatter bf the train drowned 

the half-uttered ‘ now.’ 

The look she gave me encouraged me to proceed. 

‘When two lives,’ 1 continued, ‘and lives suclf as 
ours, have been brought into the s^ame channels of 
aim and duty by the force which the careless call 
coincidence and the credulous Providence, the 
wisd®m which# di^ectfs them both demands that 
nothing should be wasted. J3ut,t So'phia, there is 
only one way in whkh you and I can work untram- 
melled for the benefit of others. Divided our strength 
is wasted. United it will be doubled, d^ogether 
we* might be the driving-wheel of the League. 
Unborn citizens hereafter might fhank us fgr the 
high lesson in cif ic duty we may help to teach our 
generation. Without us the brilliant bu^^ erratic 
genius of Lawt'ence Rivers will uchiev.e little. Why 
shouldyi’^ot you and I stand at his elbow and guide 
hisjiand? The thought is in his own mind. But, 



2I8 


MR. JOHN STROOD 

• 

Sophia, we can only stand in full strength and safety 
there as man and wife.’ 

1 had spoken. She bent forward and murmured, 
‘ John ! I will stand with you.’ * ^ 

'’She gave me a hand (covered by a thici^ brown 
doeskin glove). ' I "bent forward, and, kissing her 
brow, said, ‘ Sophia ! ^this shall seal our pact.’ 

^And why say moi e ? If I have said as much it 
is because Rivers rolled us down the pleasant slope. 
What had happened was due to }^\is impelling will. 

The train ^van into the junction, a crowd was 
waiting. Ihvo ladies and littly bpy hi a sailor suit 
invaded our compartment, obstructing the growing 
tenderness of our converse by their intrusion. In 
this life we never, alas, know what we may destroy. 
Sophia took her book and read steadily rtill we 
reached Paddington. There I saw her into a four- 
wheeled cab. 

I3ut how different was o\ir separation to our rheet- 
ing. A week ago we had^ been strangers, now we 
were to be married at the earliest possible moment 
that the dictates of rcasonajhle propriety permitted. 

How strange it seemed 

‘ Are bohh my ^trunks on the cab?’ ihophia asked. 

'Both of them, Sophia,’ I repWecl, lingering fondly 
over her name. 

' Then tell him where to drive to.’ 

I 

'99 Cumberland Square, Hyde Park,’ said I. * 

Tlxpn she drovp away ta the well-appointed house 
in the fairly fa9kionable and opuVent region which 
her late^husband had left h^r — a house destined 
soon to^becorqe myjiomc — whilst I,hs'aving oollect^d 
my traps and hailed a hansom sought, in tflsjughtful 
mood, the solitary chambers where as a lyachelor 
I had spent so many changing years. 



CHAP.Tia^, X^CIIl 

I ANNOUNCED my approaching mairia^c promptly 
and by the usual clvanncls. Two hours after it had 
been arranged I wrote to R'vers. 'You,’ I said, 
‘planned it in *your mind. You gave me marching 
orders ! I set forth to victory^ The trophies 
snatched from the dear enemy will soon ,adorn a 
domestic hearth.’ , 

Lawrence wrote to congratulate me, playfully 
repudiating responsibility for the risks we were 
incurring. Miss Darley sent Sophia a flattering 
note. Evidently, in spite of her treatment of rAe, 
she had never undervalued my character. ‘ I know,’ 
she said, ‘ no man more capable of making a woman 
of your energetic character and ambitions happy 
than ‘Mr. Stroc-wrl. ^ Ike will give you the widest 
scope, lie eSn take a hint and act bn'^t, accept 
an idea and carry it» out to its, logical conclusion. 
With a little management you will find him neither 
fussy nor importunate, and 1 am full)' persuad^ed that 
you*and he will make the best of each other. “ The 
best is yet to be.’” » , 

Sophia was grafcificd with everything in the letter 
except the last line, whiich .she, described as.4.infelici- 
tgus/ t^er ii>eaning was not c^ear tp me until I 
discovered from the context the reason of her 
disapproval. 
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‘ Grow old along with me, 

The best is yet to be.’ 

Unfortunately Sophia was a few years my senior; 
indeed, as my stepmother too frequently told nje, 
they both were 'born in the same year. lt\s evident, 
then, that Miss Darley’s quotation was a little mala- 
droit. There is dahgeig in de^aling with such double- 
edged instruments^ of compliment, and I was sur- 
prised that she should hav^eTallen into such an error, 
for I am unable to believe that^she could have used 
it purposely Us at one time Sophia was tempted to 
think. . ^ 

My engagement with this able and enlightened 
lady conferred on me all the dignity that a prosper- < 
ous alliance brings on the contracting parties. My 
father, of course, 'approved. My stepmother was 
‘ more than satisfied.’ It was such a relief to her to 
feel that at last I really was provided for. Mrs. Tracy 
Kill had complete control of her own property and 
could therefore dispose of it as she willed. Whether 
there would be a family or not, she (Mrs. Strood) 
was doubtful, but even without such a bond of union 
we (that is Sophia and I) would und sufficient happi- 
ness in carrying* out Mr. Rivers’s ideas in however 
humble a manner, and in trying to teach selfish 
and ignorant people that their first duty was not to 
themselves but to the community of which they 
were now a useless part. 

When my father’s wife offered your most delicate 
feelings a cushion you discovered (after being 
pricked) that a sharp pin wa.s concealed under the 
velvet. ' “ 

Of course, before entering into the famiTg I pre- 
pared Sophia for this. I was relieved to find her 
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quite capable of holding her own. Each, ^ I think, 
was a little conscious of something ridiculous in 
their relations, nor was it ever decided which should 
give precedence to the other. 

My step'mother, Ijowever, was careful. It was she? 
who struck ^with my future wif^ cej-tain delicate 
bargains on which it was ob^vioi^sly impossible for^ 
me to insist. For instance, when^ the library of the 
late Professor Tracy Hill was prepared for my use, 
certain unsightly objects connected with his studies 
(he was an amateur in compan.tive anatomy) were 
disposed of to fhe enana^ing committee of a sub- 
urban free library as the gift of the' late professor 
‘ for the encouragepent of science.’ The display of 
such forbidding ‘specimens’ would have made me 
ill, but I was unable, without rcflecjting on the tastes 
of her late husb^md, to tell Sophia that the things 
in bottles were obscene and that the fragments of 
anatomy ingeniously contrasted with tlie grinning 
skull of a manlike ape ra^ther aroused my horror 
than appealed to my understanding as a modest 
follower of Darwin. > 

‘ It would not he Aind, it really would not,’ said 
my stepmotlicrV ‘ to leave a man .T p’oor John’s 
nervous temperament* alone at might with those 
awful things. He would end in believing the 
skeletons were hunting him round the table to l^nock 
out his brains with their own bones. Of course, 
my dear’ (she learned to Hny dear-^’ Sophia quite 
naturally an hour cifter their first meeting, wliich I 
think is the strongest ’evidence, of domestic *;esolu- 
tloq), ‘^of' epursef my dear, John would, pretend for 
your sake that he didn’t mind being surrounded by 
those Eorrors, but at the same time it ’s right you 
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should know the sort of man the poor fellow really 
h. He’s nervous and dyspeptic, and wants a good 
deal of care.’ 

, The results of this consultation were gratifying. 
The charnel asp'^c^ of the study V'-as removed. The 
room was rc-p'^pered, re-decorated, and re-carpeted 
receive me, whi%t k warned by my stepmother, 
assumed the completcst air of ignorance of the 
changes in progress. For this I was grateful to my 
stepmother. I have often wondered since at the 
pains which one married woman will take to keep 
another up to the highest staiidard of wifely duty. 

Sophia and I were both agreed that a long 
engagement would be foolish. Cur duties on the 
League of the Higher Citizfaiship brought us into 
daily relations. The sooner we could legitimately 
dwell under one roof, the more convenient it would 
be for both, as she w^oidd carry out her work at 
home. In this view Rivers, supported by Miss 
Darley, my father, and my father’s wife, concurred. 
Miss Leigh, who had a sentimental dislike of second 
marriages, alone was lackhig in enthusiasm for the 
speediest, termination of an engage.nent which, from 
the outset, she had w^atched wdtl] disfavour. 

My marriage is, of course, t/ut of indirect import- 
ance in the biography of my friend, consequently I 
have passed briefly over the events leading to it. It 
took place in August, very quietly at St. Botolph’s 
(Paddington), tVhere, as^ I afterwards ascertained, 
that of Tracy Hill had also been celebrated. Mr. 
Dugg^^t, the famdly* solicitor, gave away the bride 
(in grey). Lawreflee Rivers acted ds my^ best man. 

' The presents,’ as the newspapers say, * wer^ numer- 
ous and costly.’ Lawrence (with many apologies) 
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gave me a cheque for a sum which I am a^^hamed to 
quote. He also presented the bride with a string of 
pearls, which Mrs. Strood informed me in secret 
were far too girlish for a matron to wear. My father 
sent me A travelling-bag mounte/,1 Jn silver, his wife 
a signet rin^g with our crest. Sophia, had delicately 
hinted that she would prefer^to tjscape the shower ^f 
gifts customary at prosperous \weddings, but she 
graciously waived this claim in favour of Rivers’s 
pearls.' It might, ^she said modestly, become an 
heirloom in the family. So fai it has not. 

Diana Leighton, writing from Rome sent me a 
small bronze statue of Minerva copied from the 
antique. ‘ Wisdom,’ she said, with a sort cf melan- 
choly playfulness, ‘was the principal thing.’ So, as 
a striver after those austere gil^s, she gave me the 
effigy of a goddess more shunned than adored. 

Lawrence Rivers never mentioned Di.uia’s name. 
The Influence which she once had wielded over hfm 
had ceased to be visible. /Fhc world was wondering 
why his engagement with Miss Darley was not 
announced. ‘ What do'^s it mean ? ’ asked my 
stepmother. ‘Miss* Leigh’s a perfect fopl ! Why 
doesn’t she brifig him to the point? ' 

In spite of her ix-spect^ for Rivers Sophia had 
similar views. What she described as his ‘weak- 
ness for Mrs. Leighton ’ had now apparently died 
out. ' He owed it to society to choose a wife. He 
seemed to have selected. Charis Darley for the 
honour. What was the reason for this delay? 

‘ He holds his own ideas about i7;iarriage,’ o^id I. 

^ ^‘Mau'^nds in adopting those' of tbx woman he 
selects for his mate,’ replied my wife ; ‘ and I know 
what^Charis Darley’s are.’ 
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^ I hope, for her sake they arc not free/ said I 
ar^xiously. 

‘ No, they are perfectly conventional,' replied my 
wife. 

We were at this time silently studying each 
other's character. , Already I was compelled to 
make allowances for. certain impressions left on her 
understanding by^tl^ late professor, who, like my- 
self, had been a man of frail health but n 'mst ideas. 
Naturally a woman of healthy ihabit and cheerful 
temperament ?.hc had nevertheless caught from 
him a taint of pessimism. Althougn this merely 
superficial attitude of mind did not affect our own 
domestic, harmony it nevertheless cploiired her views 
on other people’s conjugal ha 4 )piness. Thus, if she 
did not actually put it into words, Sophia made 
me feel that she considered my father guilty of a 
startling error of judgment when he mairied again. 
Sh6 also held the opinion that whether Rivers 
married Miss Darlcy or iiQt was unimportant since 
in neither case could they expect happiness. Indeed, 
had I been tempted to ca^n'i, 1 might have reduced 
her arguments on the subjcct -of the, relations of the 
sexes to this ill-* shaped syllogism: No man who 
marries any other .woman bu^ Sophia Stiood^can 
hope to be happy. John Strood, therefore, should 
be the happiest man in the world.' 

Fortunately it is possible for a couple of adequate 
intelligence to recognise each other’s trifling aberra- 
tions in reasoning with a depreciation which stops 
short of*defining them. Nor is it always incumbent 
on the wise to express their opinion^. of my^ 

domestic happiness I attribute to philosophic reti- 
cence. The man who tells his wife that sae^is a 



* 


, MR, JOHN STROOD 


225 


fool (however conclusive the proof with ’which her 
conduct may have provided him) has no claims to 
boast of his common-sense. When Miss Darley 
clescribed me in a letter already quoted as neither- 
‘fussy nor impor'ninatc/ she recognised in me this 
virtue of adaptive tolerance. 

I am here merely suggestin^orcasons why Sopl^ia 
and I were apparently happv say ‘apparently' 
advisedly and because no human dreams are realised), 
and why, although I had simceedcd to affections 
which another and clumsier hand had disarranged, 
my wife and I prcv,cnt‘cd to the world a solid front 
of apparent content. 

Meanwhile the new work of the I.eaguc was in 
progress. Ladies’ branches were opened in various 
parts of vthe country the membovs of which under- 
took to teach theii children the duties of the fligher 
Citizenship as the first elements in the education of 
the young. On this part of our worje it is unneces- 
sary for me to dwell since the Reverend Henry 
Kemp, in his admirable work Claims of the State o?i 
its Citizc7is, has left me Ik tie to say. It is my pro- 
vince t'O dqal with my fiiend’s public acts only so far 
as they were inlluenced by his private life. 

A ifew months after my marria'gc I was surprised 
to receive at my club a letter from Diana Leighton 
written from an hotel at Folkestone. It w as brmf and 
to the point. ‘ Dear Mr. Strood,’ she said, ‘ I have 
covcj here only for the pi/rpose of consulting you. 
I have the strongest reasons for desiring that no one 
should know it. I appeal to you, as an old friend, to 
help me, lo tell ii*ie the truth, and to let tio one know 
that I have been in England. — Diana Leighton. 

‘P.. S'. ‘‘Come to-morrow if you can.’ 

p 
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Evidently the gossip drifting over to Rome had 
agitated this unhappy lady. Just as two years ago 
malicious people had driven her from Rivers’s side 
by^ constantly asking, 'Why cannot the woman leave 
the man alone? ’.similar voices we^;e now repeating, 
‘Why doesn’t Vivers marry Miss Darlcy and have 
drme with it?’ Injboth cases, for a time at least, 
the ladies had pretended not to hear. Whether 
Miss Darley held some promise from Rivers I am 
unable to say, but that he had ce'^ised to correspond 
with Mrs. Lcigfiton I was well aware. The situation 
which had thus arisen was ,a paiirful one, es[)ecially 
for those like myself behind the scenes. I had the 
strongest reason a man can have for being interested 
in Miss Barley’s welfare; to* Mrs. Leighton I was 
bound by ties of friendship ; whilst Lawrence-was my 
benefactor, my employer, and, to a marked extent, 
mv leader. 

v . I 

Now secrec}/.is generally dangerous, especially 
when a man is Inarried. -It was not easy for me to 
go down to Folkestone without exciting, I will not say 
the suspicions for that is,*'i word which, in his rela- 
tions with his wife, should hhd a ace in no honest 
husband’s vocaljulary, but the natural curiosity of 
the lady who justly claimed m'/ confidence. 

There was, however, no time to lose, so I tele- 
graphed to Mrs. Leighton bidding her expect me 
on the next day and, following the vulgar insiinct 
whibh, in momd'nts of ha'stc, compels the mosi'dks- 
creet of us to cover the interests oT our friends under 
a subt(^»*fuge, I told Sophia that I had arranged to 
‘have a round’ aC the Central SiTcrey Crblf^Club 
with a friend invented for the occasion and named 
MacAllister. - 
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‘ Why, I never knew you could play,’ s^id Sophia. 

‘ No,’ said I, ‘ but I ’n^ thinking of beginning. Dr. 
Black (Black was a member of my club) strongly 
ad vises it, and a day in the country will do ji!c 
good.’ Tliis she? knew was true* • 

The nevt morning (it was in* Nc:^ember) dawned 
wet and squally but tsuc tc»my promise and, in sp#te 
of the well-meant protests of irjy wife, I started on 
the journey. 

Looking back on this act fcf unselfish dishonesty 
I recall Sir Walter Scott’s famous lines learned years 
ago in the nursei^y. •Jiowever in.noccnt the web of 
deceit we weave the frail fabric must aiVays be dark 
with the ominous threads from which lies are spun. 

‘A true sportsman*’ I answered jauntily, ‘laughs 
at the \*v^eathcr. Besides I dare^say it will clear up. 
In any case MacAllister expects me.’ 

T^ie accursed MacAllister! When I embark, on 
a policy it is my misfortune to jp^.rry it out too 
completely. This is one* of the tricks of a strong 
and vivid imagination. 

‘ Good-bye, my ^dcar,’ •J said gaily ; ‘ I shall be 
back dinnei^.’* * ^ 

‘ Very good 1 ’ rf^plicd Sophia watchfully. 

With that, jumping into •the cab which the servant 
had called, and bearing in a heavy leathern bag the 
various implements of the game recently acquired, I 
told the man to drive to Victoria Station whilst my 
vff^^^atched me*from theVindow. 

Now Sophia is ^an exceedingly shrewd and 
^bservant woman, trained in this respect by her late 
htist^ncl, ^^horn (as she frequently informed me) she 
aided in his researches. 

Oif slight indications the most unjust suspicions 
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too often ate founded. A cabman leaving- Cumber- 
laifd Square for Victoria station turns to the right ; 
if, however, his destination is Waterloo, his obvious 
course is to the left. In this instance we* turned 
in the direction whidi Sophia did ilot expect. For 
I had told her 'ihat'the imaginary golfer’s train left 
' Waterloo at the same K)iir that I had arranged to 
leave the L. C. and V). station at Victoria for Folke- 
stone. A brief study of the' A R C made it clear 
that there was no train from Waterloo at the hour 
I had mentioned, whilst a further intelligent search 
discovered the Folkestone e^q^i'ess.^ 

Provided \Vrfh such compromising data as this, 
Sophia naturally began to consider whether I was 
not (from an unworthy purposti of my own) bent on 
deceiving her. 

I did not, however, discover the steps which she 
took to dispel her doubt*' (or rather, I should say, 
inadvertently increase them), till I returned 
home. 

Meanwhile whilst I was journeying tranquilly to 
Folkestone through the tA’iring vdnd and the driv- 
ing rain, s.nqkiiU’' comfortably and Wondering what 
Diana Leighton was bent on Faming from me, 
Sophia was trying \vith ^he skill of a detectiv*.- to 
solve the problem which I had set her. 

‘ Johii,’ 1 can imagine her saying to herself, ‘ John 
must be taught to conceal nothing from me.' 

But absorbed*" in my own or rather in Diaueds 
affairs, I thought little of the annoyances which a 
not ungenerous solicitude for the interests of 
friend and a reckless disregard of my own cTomestic 
peace were preparing for me. 

I found Folkestone lashed by the fury of a south- 
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west gale. Dark masses of cloud wtrc tearing 
across the sky ; the BQulogne boat was reported* to 
be two hours late ; much damage had been done to 
the hai^our- works at Dover. As I drove to^the 
hotel I had a glfmpse of a wilcksc^a and the stricken 
shipping p.taggering against the sav»age skyline, but 
my time was too sh®rt tc» wa^ch the roaring e.ojui- 
nox struggling with the hf;a] ':d-up billows of the 
Chai;nel.^ 

Mrs. l^eighton '*was waitii.'<^ for me in a private 
room. The /ire was blazing on the lu'arth, engrav- 
ings of the ‘ Mofiardh •of the (Bpn/ ‘ A Member of 
the Royal Humane Society' aiToKlell evidence of 
the popular adisiiration for the works oP Landseer 
which to me are teenfing with inelanchol}’ memories 
iiiasmifch as they adorned the* walls of the Bays- 
water dentist to whom in my schooldays my aching 
teeth were first submitted/ ^ 

Diana Leighton certainly looked plder and sadder 
and, I believe, guessed that I w'aV conscious of the 
change, for she told me she had had an attack of 
influenza at Rome; but w*as stronger than ever. Her 
daughter, shet ctdded, now ‘ grown a grcr^_ was 

at school at St. fCloud. Having thus cleared the 
gr(?und she began to circle round the subject on 
which she desired to consult me but, because I was 
no^longer afraid of her I brought her abrtiptly to 
the^gaiot. ^ ^ 

1 think I can guess what you want me to aMvise 
you about ; so please treat me as though I were 
ryour lawyer or doctor. The X>n\y w^ay we can save 
f)ur%G\ve^ Mrs. Leighton, is by facing the truth. 
However sharp its sting in the present the future 
will be made easier by submitting to the pang.' 
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She gave me a glance which did not quite conceal 
the irritability which possibly my manner aroused. 

‘In the affairs of our friends/ she saicl, ‘all of us 
set the highest value on truth, Mr. Strood.’ ^ r 

‘Yes. I know**h©w we’re tempted to dodge it/ 
I answered, re/rtcmbcring with some compunction 
mynown subterfuges ; ‘ sUll it ’s. the only possible life- 
policy. Remember^thpre ’s nothing I wouldn’t do 
to put things on a practical basis for you only you 
must trust me. Since we last niet, Mrs. Leighton, 
the experience of both of us has increased.’ 

‘You/ she said, ‘have ma’rriclL W'hat has it 
taught you ? ' 

‘To wfestle with reality like aMnan ! Do 3^011 
know, Mrs. Leighton, I have never had the courage 
to let you and La'^-rence see it. I was afraid of 
losing your friendship, so 1 helped you both 
hide it.’ , ^ 

‘Then you gijc|iscd I wanted to talk to you about 
Lawrence/ she Sc id. 

‘I’m sure,’ said I. ‘You have heard the gossip 
about Miss Darley. You to know, as you have 

every righL what it means. I will ^rnake a confes- 
sion — a humiliating confession — ,c^o show you how 
completely you may trust a comrade in the same 
sad company. I will give you hostages. You shall 
give mt hostages in return. We will exchange, as it 
were, drops of our own heart’s blood.’ 

As I spoke sne watched me at first with wonu^L 
then with anger, but finally with quickening interest, 
as she recognised in my words a gallant effort to melty 
the ice which separates the confidences of tne sexes, 

I told her of my meeting with Charis Darley, of 
my feeling for her, and of her rejection of me. 
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‘I am loth/ I said, ‘to speak ill of ^ny woman 
but as I look back on what occurred, free from her 
fascinations and the faithful husband of an honourable 
and trusting wife, I am compelled to admit that 
Miss Darlcy usi^d me as a sb'^,lkJhg-horse to b'ring 
Lawrence Rivers within shot/ , 

‘ Do you mean Miss Darlcy is in love with him ? ’ 
she asked. ' " ' 

‘ She has been in love with ’'him for more than a 
year. That is h<^*r only excuse. She is a strange 
and charming creature but just withal. I suspect 
her handiuork in bringing me and my dear wife 
together. Her instincts must havo b'ld her how well 
we wer2 suitecL her sense of fairness iha^: she owed 
me lasring compens^ation for the sorrow she caused 
me.’ * \ 

‘ Miss Darley seems as generous in rewarding you 
as^she is ingenious in charming Lawrence/ replied 
Diana Leighton rigidly, and as she spoke the dignity 
of aer departing beauty changed fyr^a look of jealousy 
and dislike. 

But remembering tkat I was ministering to a 
lov€sicl^v mind# and that a strong tonic^was needed 
to give it tone, I replied impressiVei3>, ‘ That speech 
unworthy o? the I^iana. Leighton who left 
England for the sake of the man in whom she 
believed.’ , 

My wo rds had their effect. 

""‘I'm a foot^ she saidt^ half to ilerself, ‘ and*an old 
fool too. The '•prizes are for the young and free. 
And after all dobs it master whether it is this 
mj)den> 4 iumfrcss or another ? •! crctjsed that awful 
channel yesterday, Mr. Strood, to ask you whether 
she'^ill catch her prey ? ’ 
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‘I don’t, quite understand,’ I replied, purposely 
obfuse. 

' Is Lawrence Rivers in love with Miss Darley 
then ? ’ , 

‘1 know,’ I said. ‘ 'vhat people are saying. I know 
that Beckstone must have an heir ; I know that 
Lawrence is constantly in her society, that in some 
cases he follows her advice ; I know afi that, but 
you can interpret its^meaning 'better than I.’ 

‘ Why doesn’t he marry her?’ she asked. 

Wou know boeter than I do,’ I <inswcrcd, daringly 
placing my finger on the susp^cte 1 secret between 
them. ‘ Lawr* has never confided in me. I 

have approached wlnitever understanding exists 
between you, nearer with you than with him.’ 

‘ Why doesn’t he 'ask me to set him freo? ’ she 
cried. 

‘ Because liis silence asks.’ I replied. 

Wiiat I suspected was now manifest. Rivers 
years ago must' have premised that he would 
marry no other woman. 

Alas the folly of youth ! d'his no longer beautiful 
woman now visibly under the' approaching .shallow 
of the charm-dis[5elling years still held him though 
her magic was spent and the spe*d broken. 

‘Lawrence,’ I went on, ‘is too kind to speak. 
Some things can’t be said —especially by such a 
man as he to such a woman as yourself. But the 
old barrier is sti^i there, and even if it were'iv, 
movable it would now be too late. 1 ’m not sparing 
you because I respect you, but — 

‘I understan'd, Mr.' Strood,’ she broke irv. ‘You 
mean my turn is over and another woman’s has 
begun!’ 
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A profound knowledge of human nature prompted 
my answer. 

‘You have had the best of him. Rest content 
>vith tka,t.’ 

Then driven lo lay bare her heait the woman 
looked a^^ me in amazement though dazed 
by my moral courage. TJie ancient flatterer was 
gone. Here was a hiend who (laied to tell tlie 
truth ! * ' ^ 

‘You had his youth and ^his freshness,’ I went 
on, ‘and the blossom of his roinan(fe. You helped 
him to be a pocjt. »Hc first sang to please you 
but fate held yon apart and the chang. has come.’ 

‘ What cliange? ’ she asked ; ‘ in him or in me? ’ 

‘ It came in him,’ J replied, ‘ when lie reached 
the poi>it where passion turns td reflection.’ 

‘You mean reason killed my influence, then?’ 

‘ No ; your influence will always be there. A 
thousand Charis Darleys would n^-^vea* remove ifliat. 
But the very weight of experience ^flianges us.’ 

‘You mean,’ -.he said bitterly, ‘that men grow 

tired ! ’ » 

* • 

‘ I mcc^n,’ I sr*{d, ‘ tlu^t he ma)^ love anot^ier woman 
or even othe. wojneii —for no mah can be sure — 
but» he can never K^ve oye as flic lo\cd you. Let 
that be your triumph.’ 

‘ My triumph ! ’ she rejieated ; ‘ my triumph ! But 
I want more than a few half-haopy memories — 
Sr. chey were ITever moi^ than half happy! - I’m 
growing old and* plain. I’m lonely and wretched 
/and you comfort me with a past, which makes the 
ijre^nt ntfserable 1 ’ ^ . 

‘You have your daughter to live for,’ I exclaimed, 
dism-^^ed by this moral disarray. * The wise ask 



234 MR. JOHN STROOD 

less of love than you do. How many of us, do you 
think, are compelled to live without it ? 

This appeal, I think, called her to herself. 

^She made some sort of effort to drape, her uiv 
robed dignity, 

‘ I knew,’ I s^id, with a relapse into a -less tragic 
manner, ‘what was going on and dreaded the result. 

c ' or. 

Now the inevitabfb has happened.’ 

‘ What am I to drJ? ’ she as-ked. 

‘ Write to Lawrence and set hiiii free ! ’ 

‘ I ’ll think ovCr it,’ she said. 

Then she thanked me for^ coming and, having 
swallowed a hJi^ried luncheon I drove back to the 
station. 

But luck was against me. 'The wind had blown 
a great elm-tree across the road. The delay caused 
by this obstruction made me miss the train. 

But for this accident my meeting Mrs. Leighton 
would never have been known. Possibly some may 
see a moral lesso i in the fact that it was discovered. 



It wgLS nine o’clock \Vhen I riing the bell of our 
house and wondel^ed what v> cuse T sliould make. 
The illusive Jma^e of the brawny alac Allister rose 
before me. Wh^^had be made me latt 2 ? 

Coming up from Folkestone an linselhsh detacli- 
ment from my own affairs hadi prevtmted me from 
thinking of myself, ''khe world, I told myself, was 
full of* disharmonies, chiefly ♦the result (men of 
science taught us) of our unintelligent evolution 
thrfjugh the ages from tljc ancestral type. Organs 
of use to him, becoming rudimciTary with us, ^ had 
grown a danger. Just* as natu-^e had implanted 
in us organs entailing unnecessary })hy$ical risk, 
similarly, with oi;r quickening intelligence, we had 
acqu^ircd' fataj *moral weaknesses. For cv^ample the 
predominance of yassion over reason of whicli Diana 
Leighton was the victim, was d!ie to the fiery power 
of illusion gathered by man in his progress towards 
the light. But whilst surgery may save lus from 
the d^'^nnr^^s of an unnecessary apj^^ndix, no wisdom 
^ah protect us against tlie frailties of the he^rt or 
the aberrations of the vanity which is rooted there. 
^What coijld I do for Mrs. Leighton except urge on 
4ier# the bbviotis but comfortless rembdy of resigna- 
tion ? For this poor result surely fifteen shillings 
and'**'sixpence for a return ticket represented an 
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excessive ©utlay. Such thoughts as these had filled 
me as I tried to sleep in the^slow train by which ill- 
luck compelled me to travel. They remained with me 
till the sound of my own door-bell startled me back 
to the consciousness of my own inn')cent dilemma. 

What excuse should I make to my \yife? Per- 
ha[')S it was fortunate tlvat she gave me no time to 
look for one. ^ 

‘ Where,’ she bega^n sternl^y ‘ are your golf clubs ? ’ 

I then remembered that I hac? left these useless 
and deceitful rinpedimenta in the cloak-room at 
Victoria station. 

‘ Left them at the station/ I replied lightly ; 

‘ missed the train, you know.’ 

‘The train back from hVlLcstone,’ she inquired, 
‘ or from Barnham 

This unexpected blow astonished me. The vision 
of an endless coiinsc of domestic reconstruction 
flashed acro^ss me. l^ortunatcl)' I did not entirely 
lose my presence gT mind. It occurred to me before 
showing my own hand that it would be well to see 
Sophia’s cards, so, as suavely as I could, and with 
a faint suggestion of playfulness in my voi^c point- 
ing to a fanta.'^tic freak of fancy on my part, I asked 
why she didn’t belie v^e I had spent the day golfing 
with MacAllister.’ 

‘ Because,’ she reT)licd, ‘ there is no member of 
the Central Surrey Golf Club of that nam^^because 
I learned by telegraph that you had not beerT^eer. 
at the club ; and because certain marks which you 
left in the time-table made me suspect you had 
taken the nint-forty-five express to Fulkesione.’ 

‘But why Folkestone?’ I asked, still trying to 
smile. 
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‘ I ’m not sure you have been to Folkestone, You 
may have been deceiving me elsewhere.’ , 

Here at ^ast my sense of justice revolted. 

‘ Deceiving you ? Come now, Sophia, be reason- 
able. \Vhy slionld I deceive yau ?.* The thing ex- 
plains itsel^f’ ^ . ^r- 

‘ Then why have you IJed to me ? ’ she asked 
inflexibly. , * 

'That’s a dreadful * thing* tiA> say!’ 1 replied, 
profoundly paineo*. 'The dyi/ we owe to others 
sometimes renders a certain tortuotis policy neces- 
sary. This is ono of *thpse occasions, and it is your 
duty to show your confidence in me in spite of your 
suspicions by ac^jepting my assurance thatithis most 
unpleasant journey to Folkestone has been made 
for the highest and least unselfi^F motive.’ 

‘I’ll tiust no man who lies to me — whatever 
his /eason for lying,’ returned Sophia with cold 
ferocity ; ‘ and 1 demand to know whom you sa^^ at 
Folkestone, and what was your biu ‘ness with — /ler ! ’ 
The energy with which she * pronounced the 
feminine pronoun^ staitrt^d me so much that my 
face admitted the existence of a woman. 

‘Surely,’ I protested, ‘surely, Sdphia, you’re not 
jeak)us ! ’ • . • 

‘Jealous!’ she exclaimed; ‘the man asks me if 
I ’m jealous.’ « 

‘ Such ^ wrangle as this,’ I ccyitinued, ‘ is not 
seemly. It is neither worthy of you nor of» me. 
I ’m tired. I ’ve liad a long journey and no dinner. 
43efore answering your most •inconsiderate charges 
Qf t/eahh'erous* conduct towards* you, *I should like 
some refreshment. As you know, I am far from 
stror/g"’ 
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With this, and as much calm as I could muster, 
I strode into the dining-room. Rut the cloth was 
not laid; the fire was out ; the hearth cokl ! Exas- 
perated by this neglect of my comforts I exclaimed 
‘ This is a prctty^'ve’come home ! ’ 

' I scarcely e. .pcctec^ to see you again,’ ."he replied, 
stil[ immovable as gratiite, • especially after my 
interview with Mr. Rivers.’ 

‘Good heavens!’ I cried, ‘you haven’t been to 
see him ? ’ 

‘ I saw him at three o’clock at Miss Darley’s. 
I asked him if he could cxpla'n your conduct, 
lie said he had no idea. He accompanied me to 
the office where your clerk repeated your ridiculous 
story of golf and Macy\llister ! ’ 

‘ Well ? ’ said I de 'peratcly. ‘ Well ? Don’t spare 
me ! ’ 

‘ I showed them,’ she continued, ‘ the telegram from 
the club secretar^^ denying the existence of Mac- 
Allistcr and all knowledge of you. They were as 
astounded as I was.’ 

‘Then you’ve done it!"" 1 exclaimed. ‘There 
never was ^ mote striking examjile than this of the 
danger of mistrusting an honourable and scrupulous 
husband. You’ve xcndered aiV explanation neces- 
sary which will play the deuce.’ 

‘ Whi^-t do you mean ? ’ she asked. 

‘Mean?’ I repeated. ‘I mean that it ’s^ tragic. 
You’re bent on carrying fire and sAvord through a 
region you have no right to ent^r, a region over 
which duty placed me as sentinel ! ’ 

‘You’re talking like a lunatic 1 ’ she exclaimed 
‘You haven’t — surely you haven’t ’ 

‘ No, no ! ’ I cried, ‘ I haven’t been drinking. It ’s 
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you, you rash woman, who have been • preparing 
a bitter cup for your friends ! ’ 

But even^ this appeal could not shake her resolu- 
tjon but J felt, even as she defied me, my admiratiop 
for her strength 'of character increasing, in spite of 
the extreme inconvenience ta vrliic)?'" it was expos- 
ing me. 

‘ Oblige me by laying aside those tlieatrical airs, 
John!’ she command<ed. Mfo there is any real 
excuse for your abominable sjyness I will overlook 
it if I can. If, after due con •deration, 1 find your 
offence too graven I need scarcely point out to you 
that it will be no longer possible for me to live 
under the same rpof with you 1 ’ 

For the moment wlmt was softest and best in my 
nature q.uailed before this icy blast. T seemed to 
see the pleasant domestic structure built up so care- 
fully^ crumbling in the dust gf a foolish jealousy. A 
moment later, however, all the philosopher rose within 
me and I perceived that although my wife might be 
unjustly wroth with me that her affection was the 
fire at which it was kindh;d. 

I. 

Tlic sense of ^ulferiilg under an injustice left me, 
and I said, ‘ Sophm, since you insist, as 1 admit is 
youjT right, on knowing everything 1 must first con- 
sult Lawrence Rivers. It is his secret, not mine, 
although he has at present no idea of it. lio keep 
my faith with you untarnished h must break a 
promise givenlib another. h 

‘ To another wdman ? ’ she asked icily. 
jt ‘ Yes, to ^another woman — a, wgman whom at all 
rjsk^ I .Im endeavouring to protebt agetinst her own 
folly.’ 

‘ I ’«*Ai sick of mysteries,’ returned Sophia, ‘and if 
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this businees isn’t cleared up at once I ’ll know the 
reason why ! Am I a girl to be put off with this 
rubbish, I should like to know ? ’ 

/No, you are not a girl, Sophia,’ I said. ‘ and it 
shall be cleared,, up to-night. I ’ll see Rivers at 
once ! ’ ^ 

‘ You ’ll find him at Chelsea as usual ! ’ replied my 
wiVe meaningly. 

‘ I’ll go immediatvly/ I said resolutely. 

Then, after eating a biscuit and swallowing a 
small dose of whisk}^ and seltzer- water, I set out on 
my dismal errand. , , 

The rain was' failing, the wet street reflecting the 
glowing lamps and the south-west wind howling over 
the chimney-pots and through i-he boughs of the trees 
in Kensington Garde, ns as I drove westward in,a damp 
hansom. There was a time, I remembered, when 1 
had stood with my back to the fire in the pink and 
white drawing-rqom and given my views on many 
things — on politics and art. on literature and human 
conduct — to Miss Darley and her attentive aunt. 
Now I imagined another ai^d a greater mind filling 
my place. , flow strange are the vicijjsitudes of life! 
Here I was invading that pleasant spoV as a peace- 
dispeller, not because my soul del'ighted in miscfiief 
as some have pretended but because I was compelled 
to find ^ remedy to restore the tranquillity of a loving 
though jealous \wife ! 

S«ch thoughts^ as thes^ pursued me"*^s we de^ 
scended the steep street leading from the Bayswater 
Road to Kensingtpn. ^ The climbing ’buses splashed 
the mud in ackhesive' flakes across thet-slippeiy way ; 
a misty moon through the flying scud revealed black 
boughs waving hysterically to the wild sky. I 
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thought of sea-tossed wanderers, of the pain and 
weariness of life, of the struggle to retain happiness, 
of the despair with which we see it vanish. Even 
tlien my .thoughts were only indirectly personal., M,y 
first duty was to^my wife. When it became a ques- 
tion of sparing her or of shielding D'ana Leighton’s 
dignity against dangers created by her own rashness, 
reason allowed no heshation in my choice. 

The whistling gale s^eemed in harmony with the 
turmoil within. Tne winds of doubt swept through 
my mind, but they came fi jm fne cave where 
Lawrence Rivers *'uleu their wrath It was for him 
to quell the storm * 

But we were at Chelsea. The cab stopped befoie 
the door A landom moonbeam gkamed on the 
rolling tide for a moment, then e cloud swallowed it 
up and a stinging squall lushed through the darkness. 

A\\ the witches of Battcisea seemed riding across 
the river on the whistling blast. 

The door opened. The servant knew me, I fear 
too well. I told her that I must see Mr. Rivers and 
would wait in the dining-^oom. 

The cloth wasastill on the tabic with the, evidences 
of three diners. In the drawing-room above Miss 
Darley was playing ChopiiT, as she had often played 
to me. 

The music ceased, then the servant returned. 
Would I please come upstairs ? « 

c Reluctantly T^obeyed. 1 

Lawrence was standing on the rug by the fire, a 
pfece with yv^hich a vanished hospitality had once 
honoyred me. Miss Darley had jUst risen from the 
piano. I entered the ropm conscious that they were 
expecting me with curiosity. Miss Leigh, coming 

Q 


I 
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forward to*meet me, explained (as it were officially, 
her satisfaction in seeing me. Rivers said, 'We were 
afraid you had been kidnapped on sonje phantom 
golC course ! ’ , 

Then Miss E)5frU:y and he laughed, whilst Miss 
Leigh remarklLi, ‘^(i^u made Mrs. Str^ood quite 
anxious ! ’ , ^ 

‘ A ridiculous misunderstanding, of course ! ’ said 
I, conscious by their manners that they had all been 
witnesses of an absurd^ -scene. 

‘ What does 'It mean, you troiibler of domestic 
peace?’ asked Rivers, still sir^lling carelessly. 

But his amusement nettled me. Even the most 
amiable ••of us accept with resentj,wcnt the part of 
the comic husband — the 13c**!! Juan of the cheap 
farce who has amuVed the vulgar since thcv days of 
Moliere. So I met this uncalled for mirth with 
gravity, and replied, ' If you can give me five minutes’ 
conversation inr private, Lawrence, 1 will try to 
explain.’ 

Then turning to Miss Leigh, I apologised for 
spoiling her evening wit\. ‘this painful business!’ 
launching the phrase to suggest a., -pitch of feeling 
beyond the key of the jocular. 

‘May we have st out in the dining-room, Miss 
Leigh? ’ asked Rivers, curious but untroubled. 

Wcrwent to the dining-room. I closed the door, 
and he began .s^ill, in a tone of banter : ^^ell, John ! 
and what other story hav^ you invehted which needs 
my support?’ , 

‘ None,’ I answered. ‘ I ’m»*'only waiting for yo^^r 
sanction to t^^ll m^ wife the truth. Read th»at L 

I gave him Diana Leighton’s letter and saw his 
face change. 
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‘ I have just returned from Folkestone/ I went on. 
‘ Unluckily my ill-advijed effoits missed their object 
and greatly disturbed my wife ’ 

‘She 111 get over it/ he said impatiently. ‘What 
did you tell Dicfna ^ ’ * - 

Then Inclosed with him. - • 

‘ She asked me wlicthc/ you were in love .with 
Miss Darley. I said J didn't know. Some gossip 
coupHng your names, St seems,. had reached her in 
Rome. Then she* asked me. whether Miss Darley 
was in love with yoii, and I re| liecf that I believed 
she w'as.’ - « 

I stopped and watched the tioublc in his face 
‘Forgive me,M said rclentingly ; ‘but it-'s absurd 
to pretend a situatiorr doesn’t exist when it’s visible 
from Rome ! ’ • 

‘ What else? ’ he asked, after a painful silence. 

‘ Something I would prefer not to repeat/ I replied. 
‘But I must hear ’’ he^aid imperatively 
‘ She said the piizes were for the young, and sup- 
posed that Miss Darley w^ould succeed m hunting 
you down! We ^ust \nake allow^ance for a dis- 
appointed wom^n, Lawrence I ’ « 

Here I lool^ed c^t him to see wdicther I had said 
toe* much, but his farce wa^ eagci with a consuming 
curiosity, so I went on a little nervously, with a pro- 
pitiatory ring in my voice. - 

‘ But yo ^ cam guess what I told frier ! I put the 
lease as I saw it. Beckstonc, I said, must havt' an 
heir. Accident of inclination brought you constantly 
#nto each -other’s sdcfcty. MLss Darley was beauti- 
ful, ^LccOmplish^ed, and admired ; 'people were talking. 
Then she said, “Why doesn’t he marry her?” and I 
said,-“ You ki}ow best, Mrs. Leighton.” ’ 

I 
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‘ Why did you say that ? ' 

We had reached the critical point. 

‘ Because I suspected you promised her in your 
Oxford days never to marry any one else. If there 
was such a promise 4 begged her t6 free you from 
it.’ 

‘ Will she?’ he asked, vdth s^-artling eagerness. 

‘ I urged her to with every argument I could find, 
Lawrence, but I hat*>d the business, and every word 
I said seemed to stin^ her to the quick. It was 
tragic to see her, worn and sad, clinging as I told her 
to an impossible hope. Still, f thmk she’ll end in 
writing to set you free.’ 

‘But you surely told her,’ said he, ‘ that a boy’s 
promise wasn’t binding in a mun ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said I, ‘ 1 -didn’t. If you gave iier the 
promise she knows you ’ll keep it. At the same 
time, if you asked her for freedom her pride would 
never deny it. ^ She is a big - hearted woman, 
Lawrence, but you expect her to anticipate what 
you want.’ 

‘Good heavens, man, I don’t .know myself!’ he 
answered, t ‘I can’t write, because^^I’m ashamed! 
There’s memory behind and a thousand claims. I 
can only wait for her to ’ " 

‘Accept the inevitable?’ I suggested, as he 
hesitaUd. 

‘ Yes, if you like to put it so,’ he repliejJ. 

But I who had thought his will firmer and hL 
soul higher was now shocked. But though I knew 
that the glamour, of .sex undermines '*m cm hood and! 
benumbs self-respect, I had never Respected him 
less. 

‘ Does Miss Darley know? ’ I asked. 
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‘ That concerns only Miss Darley and Inyself 1 ’ 

‘ Well, I did my bes^J I said coldly. ‘ It isn’t my 
place to advise.' 

Hesti)od in silence, looking on the opposite wiH.at 
the fine* water-cdlour drawing of* a* gleaming stretch 
of sand arjd the foaming unrcF?t*of broken waves 
beyond — a picture wlych hjd often reficshed my, own 
dusty fancies in happ}^ days. * 

‘Come and say g*ood-bye |to them,’ he said, 
suddenly turning lo me. , 

Respecting his natural desi.e tef be rid of me I 
led the wtiy upstitirs.* ^ ^ 

‘What may I tell my wife?' 1 asked, with my 
hand on the door. • 

‘ What you like,’ he answered indifferently. 

Thei^ I w^ent in. Miss Darlc)’, in a charming 
gown of white and gold (a favourite of Lawrence, 
I f<^lt, as one feels such things), sat in a low chair 
before the fire, the picture, it stenned to me, of 
triumphant youth and beauty bent on conquering. 

What did she know' ^ What okI she not know? 
Why w'as she so st^'e that* the man wms in her powder ? 
She 4iad,stalkc«^ her poet thiough mc^ h%' had been 
brought to bay igi the same j^ink and white room 
wh^re, but a few^ n^onths* ago,’ my owni hopes had 
been shattered. 

Though a man may be the faithful husband of one 
woman, yet ^^all he not forget ! 

‘Regrets,' you will say* No, not regrets, ra*thcr 
dreams (perhaps*^iappily) unrealised. 

‘ My cab is^aitiiig, Miss Leig.h,' I said, ‘ so I 'll 
wislj y5u good*-night.' '* ** 

‘ We know what a bysy man you are, Mr. Strood,’ 
she answered, giving me her long white fingers to 
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shake, whilst I wondered how far she was in their 
secYct. 

Then turning to Miss Darley, I begged her to 
forgive me for spoiling the music. Rivers,- I said, 
would make the excuses which I feared my intrusion 
needed! He L-'ut his worried eyes on me full of 
suppmssed irritability, and said wearily, ‘All right, 
Strood ! your reputation ’s safe with me.’ 

Then I was conscious that* Miss Darley glanced 
at him appealingly, and that the look soothed him 
more than it sh6\ild, and suspected that if he was 
waiting for Mrs. Leighton to act itevas because Miss 
Darley directed his policy. 

With every desire to keep warm my first en- 
thusiasms, I must here admit that henceforward 
1 

Rivers was never for* me the idol he once had been. 
Perhaps I had expected him to move on a grander 
plane than is permitted by the selfishness which love 
engenders. But ir the temperature of my feelings had 
been lowered, it was not because he had displaced 
me in a heart wherein I had wished to creep, but 
because, under a double influence, neither of which he 
completely obeyed, I had seerf his prklc broughtdov^ 

Love is a foolisli monster to follow — especially for 
a leader of men ! ^ 

When I arrived home my wife was waiting for me 
in my otudy. Having inadvertently distressed her 
I felt that I mus^ now restore her peace at whatever 
perst)nal sacrifice. 

‘Well?’ she began, reseating herself in her late 
husband’s armchair, recently 'covei'od - with red 
morocco for rrty use. ‘ Well ? ’ 

I felt the challenge in the monosyllable as I 
replied, ‘ Rivers says I may tell you what I like.’ 
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‘Does that include the truth?’ she asked, with a 
readiness for conflict which only completest sjab- 
mission cquld mollify. 

I beg^n in the most generous spirit. 

‘ I was compelled to deceive ,yqil to-day, Sophia,’ 
I said, ‘ ^nd trust my duty to oV'crs may never 
oblige me to do so again Now if you will give me 
your attention I will make you cicquainted witliythe 
principal facts.’ » ■* ^ 

Then I told hi*r of Rivers’s infatuation for Mrs. 

* 

Leighton, and its fconsequencjs ; #^f the promise I 
suspect^irj^ nim gf giving her, and of his apparent, 
but to me unintelligiDle, uYidei standing with Miss 
Darley. The only fact known to me wl\ich I con- 
cealed was my own ijnfortunate attachment for Miss 
Darle}^ and the uses to which Jhe had put it for the^ 
furtherance of her schemes. And as I told my story 
it was a pleasure to see the change on my wife’s 
face. Her look of sevc/ity vanished, an expression 
of indulgent, I might, almost say of patronising 
affection took its place. s 

‘My dear John^’ she ^id, ‘what you have told me 
makes what J[, have 'always suspected clear. You 
must never ifeep any secret from .%ie again. Always 
ccvnsult me. I might h/xve s^ved you from many 
mistakes. None of these people have ever taken 
you into their confidence. They have used you as 
a veil for their vi^'es. Mrs. Lei^iton 1 sliould be 
tempted to udscribc as a^bold bad woman very fond 
of the men. Eren you seem to have been taken in 
by her nqw^arrtunujely waning powers of attraction. 
For Mr. Rivors I feel the deeptst syiiipathy. He is 
cast in a very noble mould, but as no man is perfect^ 
his character is assailable on the usual side. Any 



248 


MR. JOHN STROOD ‘ 

woman with a sufficiency of good looks might make 
a fool of him. No man of genius ought to marry. 
He presents what my late husband wpuld have 
descrij)ed as ‘ a paradoxical problem of vcify deep 
interest.’ You 'i\av,e no doubt already remarked 
how at least tw^^^hirds of the women imagpe them- 
selves more or less in love^ with him. It is our duty 
— yV)urs and mine— to save him.’ 

‘ITow?’ I asked, ^astounded by her speedy but 
inaccurate conclusions. ^ 

‘ By helping Miss Darley play her game ! ’ she 
replied. ^ ^ ‘‘i 

‘ But after what F’ve told you, Sophia,’ I protested, 

‘ do you think she ’s worthy of him ? 

‘At first sight it certainly scq>>tis not,’ she replied, 
/but on second thoii^ghts I think you will.^admit 
that she is quite as woithy as any woman Mr. Rivers 
is likely to meet ! ’ ‘ 

‘ Blit he meets everybody . ’ I protested. 

‘ But sees only with a vnan’s eyes which miss 
woman’s noblest moral qualifications ! I don’t mind 
telling you now, John, sincy, for the first time, we 
are making^ a clean breast to' each G^Jher, that* my 
late husband told Inc that it v^as those qualities and 
not my beauty which drew him to me.’ 

A pause followed, to me full of invisible discom- 
fort, but ^to Sophia, unless her expression deceived 
me, teeming with 4 ontemplative satisfaction. 

‘ Byt why,’ I asked at last, ‘did ycTu once think , 
Mis^ Darley wasn’t ^ood enough for Rivers and then 
change your mind ? ’^ ♦ ' ^ \ 

‘I will tell you,’ sl^e replied, ‘if yoh think' your, 
vanity will bear a strain.’ 

‘ Thank heaven I ’m free from that ! ’ I replied.. 
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Sophia smiled indulgently. 

‘ I think your wife's the best judge of that, John, 
she said; however, I will tell you. Perhaps you 
pever suspected that Charis Darley was once atti^act^d 
by you*! ' * • • 

My feej turned cold and* irry H\id hot, but I 
answered cautiously.^ At yne time it had occijrred 
to me that she had r/ither liked me, but as I lAad 
other things to think of I had'pa^id no attention to it ! 

‘ Th*at was fortihiate,' replied my wife. ' All the 
same the silly girl spared no pains To capture you.' 

‘ I nev^-f noticed it,* I^repcated car(^dessly. 

‘Others did,’ she went on complacently. ‘Did 
she not constan.tly make you take her to theatres 
and concerts? Wasn^t she always at your father’s 
house? * What did that mean ?\ 

Here I saw the craft of my stepmother. But if 
it fluttered my wife to cherish the illusion suggested 
by a cunning brain wh)^ should iJot I accept* this 
useful protection of my cvwn dignity? 

I replied modestly that there wtre things best for 
men not to see. \ 

‘ I im glad ycyi thinkkso, you dear old s’Jly,’ replied 
my wife, now^^n the best of tempers. 

‘ J dare say I 'm dflll,’ I replied, to lead her on, ‘ but 
all the same I must say Miss Barley’s conduct isn’t 
very clear to me now.' • 

‘ How can it be, John. You will .'ever understand 
^vomen of that sort ! Wh^^n you ’re in doubt consult 
me. I read thciTi like a book. Jhinding that you 
«i^ere blind ^tOr^lTer fi«^inations^ an,d unlikely to pro- 
pose, Charis ftnade up her mifid to* encourage a 
marriage between us. ^No doubt (for she’s remark- 
ably quick) she saw that I was the sort of woman 
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whom (if i may say so) you would get if you 
could. “ All men have their type,” she said to me 
just before you and 1 met ; “you are Mr. Strood’s.” 
W^ellyryou know what happened?’ ,, 

I nodded and hlubhed. 

‘ Failing yo'ti\^. continued my wife ii^npartially, 
‘ Ch^ris had evidently se^ her^ mind on Mr. Rivers 
— 3 P 0 U see he’s a poet, a brilliant public man, a 
singularly handsomq one, and remarkably wealthy ! 
Can’t you sec how her mind wofked ? “If 1 help 
them over their‘'marriage,” she' told herself, “they 
will help me qver mine.” ^Slie knew m-i'^ny case 
that she could count on me ! What we must do 
therefore “is perfectly plain. You .must get rid of 
that other good-for-nothing thuig with a husband of 
her own whom she has neglected ! Do you under- 
stand, John ? ’ 

Then from the wilderness of confusion into wjiich 
my wife’s astonishing comidencc had plunged me 
I replied that ‘ I hoped I did/ and that there was 
nothing like a wofnan’s mind, subtle, discriminating, 
and just withal, for smoot^uing the rough edges of 
life and promoting happiness! *>»- ^ 

At this compliment Sophia smiled and said, ‘ Now, 
John, I feel that a"l last* you Mo understand me! 
We ’ve talked enough business for to-night. You 
look thoroughly worn out and I know you ’ve had 
no dinner. Cool.' has prepared a sweetbread for you, 
and I ’ve put a pint bottle- of burguncfy^ to warm by 
tht dining-room 6 re,’ 

I went downstairs.. The fii*o'had"i>.^en relighted, 
the table laid. iJomestic comfort * smiled* orj n\e 
again. 

Sophia sat by me whilst 1 ate my supper. 
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A SENSE of duty to ^onc groiyi of worthy people 
may easily become ^^eriloiis to another group equally 
deserving. Sophia, I pcicei\ed, Vas now full of 
dangeroi-r.f 'know’<jdg«5 ^viun^ from yie by a regret- 
table accident. She constantly met Rivers at the 
office, where '^he came to sec the treasurer of the 
women’s branch of th^ League. But although I was 
aware a change on her part te».vards our chief — she 
became, if I may say so without disrespect to cither, 
moj;e deferentially motherly — fortunately Rivers^ 
accustomed to all form s^ of foolish adulation, failed 
to observe it. That sho was tempted to give him 
hints for his guidance 1 observed with some trepi- 
dation. t 

‘ If La,wrenc^#»cver found out that I toUi you,’ said 
I, ' I should havejto resign the secretaryship.’ 

To comfort me, ^she a‘fsurcc> me that she under- 
stood my interests better than I did myself. 

Still it was not easy for a woman of her activity to 
sit down and wait for things to happen. One day 
she said, ‘ John, if Charis t)arley guessed that woman 
had been pesteriflg you, how upset she ’d be ! ’ • 

^ ‘ But shd i^f/T likely to kno)^,’ 1, answered. 

• ‘JMrT River? might tell her,^ Sophia suggested. 
‘Besides, you must ^remember Charis is very 
shrewd ! ’ 


261 
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I pHckccT up my cars. Had my wife succeeded in 
wavning Miss Darley without committing a breach 
of faith with me ? This suspicion was not quite 
unconfirmed. 

One Sunday vvbenj I was at the club Sophia had 
lunched in Cli(/.sea,» where it seems certain vague 
confidences had been exchanged, for at dinner my 
wift said, ‘ Charis has found oi,it all about it ! ’ 

I was startled. 

‘ Do you mean she knows Mrs. Dcighton saw me ? ’ 
‘Please don’t be so violent, John,’ she protested, 
offended by my vivacity. ‘Of course" didn’t 
actually say so, but she gave me to understand that 
whatever the other woman might do- she was safe ! ’ 

‘ Safe to marry Rivers ? ’ ' 

‘ Don’t imagine, John, that women are so immodest 
in their confidences. Charis would never have the 
effrontery to admit such a thing, nor I the ill-breed- 
ing to encourage inch a confession ! ’ 

‘I imagine nothing,’ I replied. ‘A wise woman, 
of course, obeys tire dictates of her heart ! ’ 

‘Now you’re trying to be cynrcal, and it doesn’t 
become yovg’ said my wife ; ‘ but leave this business 
to me. When a woman is trying to persuade herself 
she’s in love she aLvays vvants^'another of delicate 
feeling to sympathise with.’ 

Soma weeks passed. Rivers was still waiting for 
the letter from CVIrs. Leighton which I had half 
promised. 

‘'Have you heard from Rome yet?’ I inquired 
every other day till he became e>Stsperated ; fol 
I regret to s^y he was growing irritable. ‘ Please,’ 
he said, ‘ don’t ask that agair. ! ’ 

That he should have shown such patience was of 
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itself peculiar and, to my mind, strong evidence of 
the contradictory elements in the man. It was the 
cause of crwdless conjecture on the part of my wife. 

, 'It shows, as my late husband would have^* sai;l,' 
observed Sophia^, ' the extraordimiry wa*nt of decision 
of the malp in presence of rivx.1 fem.a*e attraction.’ 

‘Then,’ said I, put. on ijiy mettle, as it werp, by 
this comparison, ‘ thenjt suggests at least one reai^on 
for polygamy in less artificial soc^icties than our own ! ’ 
'What do you inean, John.? ’ she asked, suspect- 
ing, I fear, ap implied impropriety.* 

‘Mea^l^'why ^nothing, tny dear,, except that a 
philosophic observer is compelled to hear the voice 
of man’s lower ivituie clamouring behind the uncer- 
tain phenomena of the human will ! ’ 

Once* Rivcis had told So[*hia that I was an 
unconscious humorist. Remembering this now, she 
desy-ed to reprove me. ^ 

'If you are trying to^makc game of me, John, 
I would prefer you did so in simpler language,’ she 
said, with some annoyance. * 

‘ I wasn’t tryinii;^ to b8 funny,’ I replied. 'I am 
a man qf serious views, as serious as tbe late Mr. 
Tracy Hill, afthoi^gh I arrive at them from observa- 
tion of the world anfi not from I'hscarch.’ 

‘ I fail to see the necessity of comparison with my 
late husband,’ said Sophia, with repellant dignity. 

'My dear Sophia, it’s the last tiling in the world 
fl should think of. I merely meant to suggest that 
if he were alive^ — I mean, if we had known (Ttie 
cCnother — Thrl we * should hg ve . discovered many 
Yie\ys ifi commlon. You ’ve observed the same thing 
yourself!’ J 

‘We were , discussing Charis Barley’s affairs,’ 
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observed my wife coldly, ‘and not, as I imagine, 
crfticising my late married life.' 

‘ I know that,’ said I, ‘ and I only ventured to 
ppint out that there are some very obscure points in 
her affairs ! ’ 

‘Will you ptii' your- finger on one, John, for my 
information ? ’ » 

‘'Well, it seems to me, Sophia, that Rivers must 
get some satisfaction out of lIic business which we 
can’t see or else he wouldn’t let it'go on ! ’ 

But who can he sure of not wounding a virtuous 
woman’s delicary ! To my surprise Sopht^x coloured 
to the spot where her firm white brows met her 
well-smoothed hair. 

‘ How dare you suggest such a thing to me ! ’ she 
cried, ‘even thoughThc unhappy woman’s conduct 
suggest it.’ 

‘ Miss Barley’s conduct suggests nothing oL the 
kind^to me, Soph’ia,’ I ans\’^ercd indignantly. 

‘ How like a man to say awful things of a woman 
he 's made a fool of and then to pretend he never 
meant it ! I wish when yoh are talking to me, John, 
you would remember I ’m hot one of your'» club 
friends and " accustomed to the_ view of female 
morality which, I understand, plhvails among men.’ 

I was about to rejoin with some acrimony to this 
undese^'ved, although I doubt not well-meant attack, 
when the servant, entering the room, gave me a tele- 
gram which filled me with amazement. It was from^ 
m) father, and said : *■ 

‘ Leighton died this morning'.’ i 

‘ Good heavens ! ' I exclaimed, handing* it to 
Sophia. ‘ What will happei now ? ’ 

‘ Good heavens ! ’ she repeated. 
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Thus, in the midst of an argument of some heat, 
Vere we reminded of the swift vicissitudes of life and 
the folly of domestic contention. 

'A fit, I should think,’ observed Sophia thougljt- 
fully. ‘He looked dreadfully ‘pi^^ffy A Go to Mr. 
Rivers at once.’ . * 

I took a hansom and drove to Rivers’s chambers 
.■***) <1 * 
off Piccadilly. His man opened the door. ^,Mr. 

Rivers, he said, was veiy busy. 

‘ NeVer mind,’ skid I. I crossed the square hall, 
mounted three steps and enteroil the study — a 
delightfu.Vioom \yith*circular windo\ys and as much 
light as London gives. He was at his writing-table 
absorbed in his work. 

‘ Be quiet for a minute, please,’ he said, as I waved 
the telegram at him. » 

‘ I ’ve come ’ I said. 

‘ (^uiet, please; never mind why^^ou’ve come, let 
me finish ! ’ he exclainied,\,without looking up. ^ 

So I sat down and watched him. He muttered 
to himself, glanced at a passage ki the Greek play 
before him, wrote^a linc»or two, then looked at me 
and said : , * 

‘ There ! I ’fl leave it at that and iry ft on you.’ 

‘ J ’ve come ^ Lbegan# agaia. 

‘You can tell me after I’ve read it so be quiet 
and listen.’ ^ 

Then he read that charming p^em, ‘ The Lady 
^and the Philosopher,’ one pf those autobiographical 
impressions by ^vhich the seerqt weaknesses of 
f-oets are s-dgietifheS i^evealed to those able to read 
between the lir/ies. " • * 

rie read beautifully,? and although, under the 
pressure of a stern reali*^ which he, not I, must face, 
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I was in Ho mood for poetry, for the moment I 
almost forgot Ihe news I brought. 

‘This is the idea,’ he said by way of cjcplanation. 
‘The. youth, by profession a philosopher,, begs a 
boon of the gods. • Owing to the intercession of 
Prometheus ('it'*' was before the theft of fire from 
heaven) this is granted As a result of divine 
inctilgence, therefore, the lovers are enabled to make 
an exchange of souls. The •'pocm opens when the 
ordeal is over and they.mcct after their bewildering 
dream. Each v^as learned too much. Passion 
remains but the^ magic has gon-e.’ 

Then he read it. Tnc poem is in his Lays and 
Lyrics^ and need not be quoted here. 

‘Well,’ he asked, as he finished, ‘what do you 
think of it ? ’ t 

‘Beautiful! exquisite! fanciful! delightful!’ 

‘Thank you for the adjectives. But what of. the 
human philosophy .^ ’ e 

‘ It seems to me,’ said I, ‘ that but for the common- 
sense of Prometheus the lovers would never have 
been able to look each ‘/ther <’0 the face again. 
After their discovery mutual respect.»^vas impos7ible.' 

‘ You see tiie moral of it then ? ’ 

‘Plainly,’ I answered. ‘^Lovevn its higher degrees 
is only possible when the imagination, fed on 
ignorapce, illuminates what complete knowledge 
would blast. We must make the best of love as 
the gods have given it, encourage an illusion instead ^ 
of reducing it to .the baser element's discovered by 
your lovers after their Promethean experiment.’ 

‘ That ’s, pretty nearly what I mean, he said, more 
gratified by the success of iiis own poem as tested 
on me than pleased with tile keenness of my per- 
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^eptions, ‘so I'll reward you by dedicating the 
poenn to you.' • 

Readers' of Laj^s and Lyrics will no doubt re- 
isnember* that ‘ The Philosopher and ^le LaSy ' *is 
inscribed to ‘J. S/ initials often *tnisJU ken by the 
inquisitivec for Juliett Santenb, h famous stage 
beauty whom Rivers rever/mct. # 

But instead of thanking l]im for thus honoui^ing 
me, I blurted out ijiy message ^ 

‘ Rivers,’ I said, ‘ ^^ill Leighvo . 's dead ^ ' 

‘ Wliat ’ ’ Ue cried. 

I gavQ- mm the^velegri'm. ,IIe icad it in silence 
‘ Diana must come home at once,’ he said, ‘ and 1 
* must ’ 

Pic left the sentence unfmisl'icd, glanced at his 
writing-table littered with his" manusciipts. My 
message had scatter ed one of those creative moods 
which were probably the happiest Pavers ever ls,new. 

P'Tom the web of his^‘cntangleipcnts with two 
women, the poet had justVoven a fabric of extreme 
beauty. But .now he would be caviled upon to act. 
To be an ad mirabl^^ artist' is one thing, to be a man 
of th^ most mi^^tlfish character is ^notlief. To my 
mind there was no^longer any doubt which lady had 
now* the stronger claim. LeightoM’s death had made 
that plain. But how would he meet this crisis in 
three lives ? ^ • 

I hoped he vvould ask me to advise him, but he 
a^sked me nothing. • 

We left hisTooms^ together. 

^‘You are ^oing to Cfhclsea ^ . I ^said reproachfully. 
r‘ Y^s,’*he answered, ‘ to Chelsea ^ ’ 

He jumped into a hai^om and drove away. 

I went to Arthur Place to consult my father. 
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For several days I saw nothing- of Rivers. Although 
we were in need of his advice, and our council of a 
divided mind on'a matter of immediate policy, he did 
not appear at the office of the League. He"\vrs to take 
the chair at the meeting summoned next month to 
hear the^most eminent soldier of the day address us 
on the subject of ‘ Military Service and Civic Duty/ 
The distinguished lecturer’s views were well known, 
but did not meet with the approval of the radical 
seetjon of the League. The question, therefore, had 
arisen how far the chairm/m was justified in support- 
ing the doctrine that military instruction must be 
made a first esfential in the national education. 
Ought the League, on so burning a question, to 
adopt any'attitijde but one of complete reutfality ? 
Dr. Hendon Barker and his fri<?.nds, who ‘dreaded 
the intrusion of the dangerous spirit of militarism 
into the scheme of our national life,’ insisted that 
the League, ho|vever ready to discuss such opiriions 
academically, had no right to countenance them as 
a ''policy. The meeting had been advertised, SiXvi 
was now expected with considepl^le public interest. 
The debate grew ^arm among our members. Both 
sides wisheef to know what Rivers intended tQ s;?y, 
but desired that he should, say different things. In 
this country thq spirit of party is « with difficulty 
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kept out. We looked at all questions through 
the lenses of our fau^i^iar spectacles. The Leaf^uc, 
therefore,. for the second time was threatened w ith 
a crisis^ If, as spokesman for the association-, Risers 
decidc*d to support the lecturei* Dr. llaiker and his 
friends threatened to resign •in •a hcTdy. The matter 
might easily have been se^Hled h^Jd Rivers been with 
us, but without sayipg a word to me he hacj; left 
London. • 

‘Where is Mr. Rivers?’ demanded Dr. Hendon 
Barker of rjie in a voice which, rti moments of re- 
pressed (ilcasper'itioi?, I regret to say employers are 
sometimes tempted to use to secretaries and clerks. 

I had no idea,, and told him so. * 

‘Then don’t you l»hink, Mr.^Strood, that you had 
better iftscci tain ? ’ continued Ac Reverend Doctor* 
with sternly lifted brows. ‘The meeting is next 
we(jk and there’s no time to be |^)st. If it were a 
question of a less unmc'ihodic public man than our 
president I should be tempted to suspect him of 
meditating something like a coup^. ’ 

‘ With what ob^ict ? ’ \ inquired. 

‘ To split tht ‘League and acquir^ com;ilete control 
of his own half,’ replied the Doctor promptly, 

^Never !’ I replied, witlT drailiatic brevity. 

Called to order by my monosyllabic defiance, 
Dr. Barker reflected for a moment. It may have 
occurred to him that his words had revealed too 
much of what fiis own mind desired to conceal. * 

‘ Of cour^^’ Ife continued, ‘ what I have said* to 
J^ou has Been s^d ^in the strictest confidence — I 
,mean,*Mr. Strood, with regard to the mischievous 
impression left on us* by his absence at such a 
moment. WJth regard to the general policy of the 
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League, however, you are the only means available 
at Ihe moment for making .our opinions known to 
him. I look to you, therefore, to see that they reach 
him in time ! Good afternoon ! ’ 

Then Dr. JKendon Barker and his soft black felt 
hat whose meek claims a certain truculence of under- 
jaw harshly contraflictcd, relieved my room of their 
dist-^rbing presence. 

But where was Lawrence ? I called at his rooms 
and questioned his va^ct who had packed a port- 
manteau and called a cab for his master; ‘ He said, 
‘‘Expect me when you see jne, Roberts. ’ s “ Very 
good, sir,” said I. Except that he told the cabman 
to drive to Charing Cross, that’s all J know about it. 
No, he left no message for yon, sir.’ 

Now this was scarcely woithy of Lawrence! lie 
left his secretary to face a difficult position as best 
he cojild and without a word of advice. The mys- 
tery of the secret departui*", indeed, encouraged his 
enemies to make the wo/st of it. Dr. Hendon 
Barker’s suspiciomo that the president intended to 
spring a surprise on the Lcavgue, aod accept publicly 
a policy of militaj;y reform on which '\jc werf of* two 
minds, became less groundless than they had at first 
seemed. But this explanation oi his conduct I felt 
to be absurd nevertheless. Lawrence had been much 
too perturbed by the death of William Leighton to 
harbour such schemes. 

That evening I told my wife of my troubles. 

‘'Rivers,’ I said, ^has left London^ No one knows 
for where or when he viiW be back. He has also left* 
me in the luren to be bullied by that beast Barker ! 

I spoke strongly because^ my feelings had been 
wounded. 
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Sophia was up in arms. She was, if the figure 
he permitted, always .JV2ady to help me with her 
umbrella. » 

^ ‘ I would rather see you resign at once than*submit 
to the impertinences of that pe/son !' said, with 
heat. 

‘ Thank you, dear one,’ ^ replied ; ‘ but I We reason 
to hope that he is still smarting under my reg^'-oof. , 
He admitted thajt I was the only person likely to 
have influence witl\ Rivers — ‘if .ve could find him !’ 

'When h(4 heard of poor Mr. Ldighton’s death he 
went thclser#,’ said, my ^wife thoughtfully. ‘ So 
you may be sure that Charis Darley knows ! ’ 

This idea had of course been glimmering in my 
own mind too, but a ct 5 rtain delicacy had prevented me 
from cadling that astute young Ihdy to my assistance. ' 

‘ But can I ask her? ’ 1 inquired. 

‘ Jf you don’t,’ said my wife, ‘ I v ill.’ ^ 

At that moment the dlhing-roomj,door opened, and 
my stepmother entered the room with an excited rush. 

' Mrs. Leighton turned up tlfis afternoon,' she 
cried. ‘ Your fatlicr hus been to Lincoln’s Inn, 
John. Willia.u:* Leighton’s affairs^are^ i.! the hands 
of his old firm, ^e has left her everything ! ’ 

•Heavens!’ .1 exclaimed; ‘“then Diana’s a rich 
woman 1 ’ 

My stepmother nodded and per^nitted rcje to fill 
*or her a glass pf port. 

‘It's a pretty kettle cf fish!’ she said, driven to 
;he vernacular the servants’ -hall by the stress 
bf the moir#ent. , ^ . 

{^ery pretty kettle indeed ! ’ assented my wife. 

Now we know why Mr. Rivers ran away. 

Sophia looked knowing. 
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‘ Why ? ^ asked my stepmother, sipping her port. 
'To escape Mrs. Leigh to course!' replied my 
wife. 

Mt s*much more likely he has started foi?,Rome 
to propose Jto h&: ‘and missed her on the road,’ 
retorted the other lady contemptuously. , ‘ Every- 
body knows that he 'll ha^'^e to- marry her whether 
he likes it or not 1 ' » 

' Why ? ’ asked my wife defiantly, 

' To satisfy public opirfion and Iv’s own conscience !' 
returned my stepmother with ecjual firmness. ' It ’s 
what they ’ve both, been , waiting fon! ’ « 

‘Then they’ve waited too long. The poor man 
has grown' sick of it,’ said my wife. ^ 

• I forgot Aliss Darlpy was a ‘friend of yours,’ said 
my stepmother. ‘ So' of course you know wliat she 
thinks about the nasty business. But I must say if 
Mr. levers doesi^^t marry ]\Jrs. Leighton he will rbe- 
have abominablyi- We alLknow how she sacrificed 
everything for him — character, position, everything 
— in the hope William Leighton would *set her free. 
He has done that in spite 6f hims^elf now I If she 
misses her 'Reward it will be one mo‘'rJL\proot of the 
awful selfishness of men ! ’ 

‘ Mrs. Leighton is ten years older than Mr. River^l’ 
sneered my wife. 

‘ I doft’t see w^at difference that makes,’ retort/sd 
my stepmother, with a meaning look af her adversary 
whith increased my growing uneasiness. 

‘'In some cases it ’s an advantage J^replied my wife^ 
with admirably reprpsstcd rage. ‘ In fho* present it 
ruins your friend’s chances.’ ^ * , 

‘Mrs. Leighton is not my, friend 1 ’ returned my 
stepmother. ‘ My thusband Would scarcely aermit 
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me to call upon her. But that does not' prevent me 
from feeling the deepest sympathy for a brilliant 
and still, [ believe, beautiful woman who, unhappily 
married^ was made love to by one of tl;e most 
*fascina\ing meif of his time. Tiherd a^'e women \vho 
would be proud to be similarjy tena^iteaT ' 

^ Thank* goodness I ’m pot in that set ! ’ retorted 
my wife scornfully. * ‘ I ’vfe no patience with people 
who pretend to sympathise with morbid mSrried 
womdn who try to capture fam ►us men ever so much 
younger than themselves just fev* the pleasure of 
seeing thf mselves afjtcJues with them ! as the French 
say.' ^ • 

'John will tell you how fair you are to ,his friend. 
Diana Leighton lefULondon rather than jeopardise 
the carper of the man she lovc(*l ’ ’ 

‘ Loved ! ’ repeated my wife contemptuously. ‘ In 
such a connection the word makes pie sick.' 

^ly stepmother lookc'J at me again. ^ 

‘Do try to make your wife uitdcrstand, John!' 
she said with an air of affected weariness. 

This appeal not only rendered me exceedingly 
uncomfortably,, but a'lso gave me an unfavourable 
idea of my ‘'stepmother’s sincerity. *It was I who 
had shown her t^Kif view of Ma*s. Leighton’s conduct 
which she now presented to my wife with a moral 
flourish. Hitherto she had treated it with cynical 
derision. The woman went to I'Jome, she insisted, 
because her cAanccs in London were gone. Still, a 
quarrel bet\yeeA Mrs. Strood and Mrs. John St^'iood 
'would haVe bemi domestic calamity. I adopted 
the boldest tourse to preve*nt* it, ki^owing that the 
shock of surprise may'avert the impact of imperious 
tempers. 
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' I have heard the argumpnts of you both with 
sonie surprise/ I answered, in a judicial voice, ‘and 
you have convinced me how “impossible it is even 
for the most accomplished women to understand the 
heafVt of a manil « 

I had prochfceq? my effect. 

' Rubbish and nonsense exclaimed my Vife, who 
of course had lookefl to mefto side with her. 

* ‘What on earth do you mean, John ?’ added my 
stepmother. ♦ ^ ^ 

‘ What I say/ J repfied sturdily. ‘ My dear,’ I 
went on, turning to Sophia, ‘you take it fos^ granted 
that Rivers will shirk hin proVnise because his feel- 
ings have ^changed. You,’ I said, turning to my 
stepmother, ‘believe a generou? woman will insist 
that a rash youth’s v^ow is binding. Well, ypu are 
both wrong. In neither case would a man come to 
such a conclusion.’ 

‘ We^l, come,’ put in Sophijr^ aggressively, ‘ suppose 
you tell us what they will doj ’ 

‘ Although I don’t pretend to know what will 
happen, I can guess how eavh wiU act.^ Each will 
tell the other the truth and be gMidccl by the deeij^ion 
of the other. ‘Rei^iember they arc not ‘mean souls, 
so there can be no mean ^clirnav. The fact th^t 
you both should have misjudged th(^m is a strik- 
ing example of the different methods of men 
and w^omen in deckling with the problems of th'e 
heart ! * ^ ^ 

‘Xpur stepson should have been trained as a 
Jesuit,’ said Sophia; 'his skill ii>d^.JTing with facts 
would be of gregt serv<c(r to the order ! t 

But my diplomacy had had* its effect. My step- 
mother now perceived the folly of exasperating my 



. ' MR. JOHN STROO'D . 265 

• 

wife. If Sophia insisted on trailing h*er coat the 
^ther lady decided npj to tread On the garment. 
So, withdj'awing from an unnecessary conflict, she 
said : » - * 

‘ It doesn’t m*atter what John 1:h;nT<s* but what Mr. 
Rivers will do ! ’ • • , • 

‘ No one knows that, wot ev^n Rivers hignself,’ 
said I. ‘But I’m jijst ^oing to see if I can find 
out.’ • * 

‘John, in fact, is just off fo ‘‘Chelsea to see Miss 
Darley,’ exjjlained^my wife to my stepmother. 

‘Is that — eh— quite discreet?’ asked my step- 
mother, with the purpose, *I fear, of annoying us 
both. • 

t 

‘ If I can trust my husband at Chelsea, I see no 
reason jvhy any one else need W alarmed,’ returned 
Sophia, with rekindling wrath before which the other 
promptly retreated. # 

‘t)f course not, dear ! | I was only thinking, you 
know,’ replied Mrs. Strood senior suavely. 

‘ I ’ll go at once,’ I interruptcci hurriedly. ‘ Miss 
Leigh ought to ^ know; that Mrs. Leighton’s in 
London.^ It help lier how to act.’ « 

‘ Act ! ’ repeated my stepmother ; ‘ the’poor creature 
sinjply does what hJ?r niece makes her ! ’ 

‘ I ’ve no patience with such women ! ’ assented my 
wife. , 

This was the first point on which the ladies had 
agreed. * ^ 

We rose fr<jsfi the table. . • 

• ‘ Put on J/our lur c^at ! ’ said my wife. 

^ I donned h&r imposing gift Vhilst* she watched 
me^ admiringly, moved* who shall say by what 
memories ? * 
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‘You might see me into cab, John,’ said my 
stepmother, watoning us wil^h. unsmiling face; 
a fine night.’ • 

We left the house together and walked^ to the 
neighbour ing^cab-ft^nd. 

‘Some people Vho‘’ve seen it before wonder how 
you can wear that 4 ;oat,’ she sucjdenly observed. 

‘ T,go grand for a mere seci;etary, eh?’ 1 inquired 
jauntily. * ^ 

‘No. It belonged to the late Professor^ Hill, 
that ’s all.’ * , 

‘ Sophia gave •It^me on m^ Birthday,’ I tin^swered, 
with suppressed indignation. ‘ It’s perfectly new!’ 

‘The cloth is new, but the fur ’s the same. Sophia 
had it done up. I saw it at the? furrier’s. Of course 
it would be a pity if it were wasted but you •remind 
me strangely of the late professor in it. I knew him 
by sig^ht, and have seen him in it. Sophia usejl to 
sit beside him on the plalform whilst he lectured 
and make him swallow eggs and brandy when she 
fancied he was hoe%rse.’ ^ 

The subject was profouridly painful. Something 
which was4 first ^cousin to tfie derh^n of jealousy 
stirred within me. My stepmother pursued it in a 

voice of relentless c^lm. *It w^fs dreadful to thfnk 

» 

that I had succeeded to the late professor’s coat, 
warm and comfojting though it were. But since my 
wdfe with delicate tact had concealed the origin of 
thef garment I concealed# the shoefe which either 
accident or design*had inflicted, * 

‘All I know about jt is thaf it ’s con^fortable ! ’ ! 
replied. ‘ A Hansom or a four-wheeler? ’ • ^ ^ 

My stepmother pretended to shudder at my 
caBousness. ‘ No, doubt she gave if to both of 



MR. JOHN STROOD 267 

you, sne said. ‘You^’re a most extraordinary 
i^an ! Quite unlike ycyur father. \ Thank you," a 
hansom.’ • 

* ‘Har^foml’ cried masterfully across th'e dark 
street. . 

I handeji her in. ^Shc drdVe ‘off? Then hailing a, 
four-wheeler for my:ielf I^i:old the man to driv^ to 
Chelsea. As I leaned back in the dark an accusing 
shadow seemed t^ sit'^beside me. Suppose this fur 
(once the glad covej^ing of a ^corc of happy squirrels) 
could speak, what tales might^it not whisper? 
Even t^^en it secsned *tq mutter ‘ What are you doing 
in his coat?’ AVas the ghostly voice of the poor 
professor undcr.^his cold slab of marble in Kcnsal 
Green asking for it? I longed to dispose of this 
inherited garment, but how co'ujd I do so without 
wounding Sophia’s feelings? How different are 
meij and women 1 ^ ^ 

If Sophia died and I ^'larried again should I give 
her sealskin to her successor and conceal the fact 
that another, had worn it? « 

Oppressed byvsuch 'icflcctrons as these I was 
quit$f uieable^^d fix my attention^ on ^ tfee business 
before me till I stood in the familiar had. 

The duty befipre me was one which might possibly 
create resentment. Caution was especially necessary, 
I t>egan by presenting the servant, whom i knew 
with half a sovereign. She replied by informing me 
that Miss Darley was ‘ ne«:t door,’ but would retnirr 
immediately 'If Twould wait. • * 

‘Tell her,' please, Davis, ^ I i;e{jjied, ‘ that important 
•bu^ine^s brings me and^I must see her. I ’ll wait ir 
the drawing-room if I may. And, by the bye, Davis, 
I continued, ‘.have you any idea .whether Mr. Riwrf 



268 . Mr. JOHN STROOD 

* 

left any message for me wliefi he was here the other 
niglit?’ 

The young woman was comely and intelligent. My 
gaM warmed the palm of her hand. She may even 
have allowed me other claims for questioning her. 

^ I don’t knoWj'sir/ she replied. ‘ Miss Leigh was 
at f^righton ; Mr. Rivers \staycd late. Miss Darley 
sent us to bed and let him out herself.’ 

* X 

‘ How late ? ’ I asked. 

‘ Half-past one,’ she replied coolly. 

I handed Davis the coat of sinister memories and 
followed her upstairs. As she *opc*‘^ed the^'drawing- 
room door for the second time the illusion startled 
me. Once more, in a fluttering fire-gRw, the slender- 
legged chairs were capering ’ over the rose -pink 

• carpet! The vision,'' which the switching on' of the 

lamps dispelled, showed how my nerves were 
stretched. ^ 

Do not imagine that the "Spirit of jealousy was the 
cause of my troubled mirtd. Remember I was a 
man happily marrLd, but the very fac^ that I was 
married made me regret the'rccklesmess which flung 
the bloom oJ Miss Darlcy’s maidenhood at LawrelAce’s 
feet. 

‘They all,’ I told 'myself bitterly, ‘strew flowers 
before him. Not the lily and the rose but the darker 
flowers of passion and intrigue.’ 

I sat for a few moments the victim of biting 
thoughts, till Miss Leigh, whom I had no desire to 
see, entered the room. Evidently my message had 
been delivered to her. 

Charis, she* said, would be back in a minute.< 
Meanwhile, if she could be of any use. Miss Leigh 
wauld be gratified. , 
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How much dfd she know? I tried to find out. 

, ‘ Lawrence Rivers/ I, Ijegan, ‘ has 'left London— no 
one knows where he has gone or why. His absence 
has placed me in*a position of difficulty. The nis^it 
before lie left lie was here. It c5cr^urre*cl to me that 
Miss Darley or yourself mi^'hfheJfi me. Unless 
can telegraph for instrueijions tlje interests 0 / ^.he 
League will suffer.’ ^ 

‘ I was staying at Brtghton^the evening Mr. if/vers 
called/ replied Miss Leigh. • ‘ ff he did tell Charis 
where he wjls going she must hav^ her reasons for 
keeping it from ijie.’ 

' Wliat an answer/ I thouglit. 

Should I givjs this helpless credulous lady a 
warning ? • 

‘ I an> sorry/ I said, in a disappointed voice, ‘ that 
Miss Darley does not confide in you.’ 

‘4 really don’t see why she shoJfld, Mr. Sjrood,’ 
she replied. ‘If 1 werc^to insist on it she would 
refuse to live with me ! Y ou will perhaps remember 
our conversation on this subjects in Arthur Place. 
Since then I have Icarfied that the only way to 
maniige ^ Charis • is to* let her do^ as Sjhe likes — 
absolutely ! ^he^understands the worl5 better than 
I c>o, and constantl}^ tells ftie so*! ’ 

‘Then/ said I, baffled by the very weakness of 
the woman, ‘ you have no idea oi^ Rivers’s present 
address ? ’ 

Miss Leigh sliook her h^ad. 

This thenViI inflected, ‘is the naodern spirit.’ 

The wo^d,’ I saief aloud, ‘ will, soon be ruled by 
Jh^yoUng woman 1 ’ * • 

‘You had better tell CJiaris so,’ replied Miss Leigh, 
a little peevishly, ‘ for Here she copies.’ 
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I heard voices outside ; Davis was delivering my 
message. Thet came the rustle of silks and Miss 
Darley. 

J Mr. Strood has just been telling me ^that the 
world is a piace rriled by the young woman !’ said 
^Miss Leigh spife fully. ^ 

ijndeed!’ said Miss Darley inattentively. ‘Miss 
Alford is in the dining-rbom and wants to sec you, 
aunt.' 

Her voice said, leave me to deal with this 
man ! ' ' 

When we weue alone she began orompLy. What 
did I wish to sa)'^ 

What sense of power was behind her assurance? 

Her cool manner suggested ‘Don’t pretend our 
interests are the sarr-e ! ’ , 

Remembering another interview in the same room 
I did not antici|-ate victory. I was still the rejected 
lover, she the triumphant subduer of hearts ! 

Why should not an honourable man admit his 
weakness? Her - gleaming eyes and bare white 
shoulders, her gallant carriage and the alluring lines 
of her figr^'e, filled me with 'the adr-^iratic^n which, 
repress it as we may, is natural to a man even 
though hedged in by donfestic Ivfe. The wife whom 
I respected had lavished on me all the happiness 
which a reasonable man expects — but Charis Darley's 
altars smoked with far headier incense. The fires 
oLreason we^c not kindled there. 

^She may have seen on my face tsorse evidence of 
disturbed feeling, for her frown faded ; and when ift 
last she smiled, I pleaded, in spite ot myself; ‘ Wh};, 
Miss Darley, do you mistrust me so ? ' 

, And as I spoke I grew aware of something which 
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the breast of a married man should * not hold. 
Human nature is sometimes a satirelon itself. H^d 
tl^ fur~lincd coat in the hall belowr raised the tide 
of conji^al rebeflion encouras:ed by Miss Darley’s 
beauty ? * 

For thovmoment I forgot in \rho^^ interest I had 
come. • 

Meanwhile she hadjivat^hed me attentively. 

‘ Do I mistrust^ou f ’ she itsked. 

' YcTu doubt my loyalty/ I insisted. 

‘Is it qiyte safe to trust a raarried man/ she 
murmuref], ‘ after he has forgotcen tg be grateful ? ’ 
Her meaning flashecf on nte. Sfic meant that she 
had given me a wife. , 

‘ How am I ungrateful? ' I asked. 

‘ I must leave you to discoveft that.’ 

I guessed her meaning. She* had married me to 
Scuajhia ; in return I was siding with Diana Leighton ! 
Evidently not a though^ in Lawrence’s bram was 
hidden from her. To such a pass can a woman’s 
beauty bring the strongest of us 

‘ You mean/ sa/d I blt^ntly, ‘ that I ’m not on your 
side^ ’ , ^ 

‘ Not as I ^as on yours/ she repned.* 

^You are showii% me ^vhat»I would rather not 
see/ said I. 

‘ What am I showing you, Mr. S|rood ? ’ ^ 

‘ What vulgar people might- call your game,’ I 
ansv^ered without flinchiijg. • 

‘I’m nof;#sh&med of wanting, what I want,’ :^e 
leturned coolly. • 

^ J langed fo¥ power to reprbve her, i>ut in conflicts 
with a woman a man calanot call things by their real 
names. 
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‘ You Ve heard of Paris/ P said — ‘ not the city, but 
Priam’s son ? ’ j , ^ 

She laughed as a woman laughs who is winning. 

/ Am I Helen or the other lady ? ’ 

‘ Ask Rivers ! ’, ‘ 

Now I shot ofie arrow. 

‘^The other lady is in London.’ ’ 

‘ Then she has come too lat.e/ 

XVe had entered a circle of feeling wherein I had 
never stood with her before. Was her position left 
unguarded bccain.c the victory was woa^ 

' May I ask you one more qiTestion ? ’ , 

‘ I won’t promise to answer it’ 

‘ Has Rivers gone to Rome?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Did he start too fete ? ’ 

‘ Apparently.’ 

Then I mad(i' up my mind that Diana Leighton 
must be prepared. r 

‘ When will he be back ?" I want to know because 
of the League.’ 

‘ To-morrow afternoon, Lhope.’ 

‘ Thank you, Miss Darley.’‘ ’ 'i* ^ 

We were facing each other on the edge of the 
white rug. I glanced roi3nd mt, and added, ‘ This 
is a fatal room to others besides myself.’ 

She looked at ,me critically. 

‘ I was right,’ she said, ‘ when I told Lawrence 
th^t you warited a sense.’ 

’'‘Not the sense of forgiveness,’ I ‘s'aid sternly, ‘for 
I have forgiven you. Good night, Miss Darley.’ 

‘ Good night. Please be careful what you repeat 
of this interview to your wife.’ 

Then I stole downstairs. ’ Before I was in the 
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hall I heard her fingers rippling over *the piano. 
Was it to cover my ^retreat or I'dieve her own 
fe>slings? , 

A ^irj who cohld rule Rivers and be the, tyrant 
of her aunt mi§;ht well be the rcmoftftless critic of 
his faithfuJ friend. « • 

The gretit coat filled by phantom memories ^hiyig 
from a peg. Unaided^ I frflded it around me. • 

In the dining-room I heard voices — the *weak ‘ 
Miss ^^cigh and her friend, r\\y doubt, in foolish 
converse. , 

Gently*! opened L*hc door and, •pursued by the 
streanT of jubilant milsic, s*teppeS out on to the 
Embankment. 

The night was dafk and cold. Once more I 
heard the splashing of the tid^^ against the stone 
steps. 

‘JT^iana Leighton shall be warned to-morrow/ I 
reflected. ‘ After all, victory is to the strong and 
young and the other has fought for ?t.' 

I stood awhile by the black rivjr, into whose roll- 
ing tides men and worsen have flung themselves 
ere i>pw |‘or lo^.* Hov^ much could I tel^ at home ? 
Dare 1 tell mf- dear wife that she was I^iss Barley’s 
giffe of compensaftoti ? There are truths none can 
face. How diilicult is complete confidence, even 
^between couples happily married! ^Then m)/ mind, 
turning to Rivers, wondered what sort of fortune 
this bVilliant anA daring schemer was preparing for 
him. • I • , • 

•I trust wAen I say*I felt sure it could not be a 
happy •ne that* I shall not be* n^isunderstood. For 
wfiat man, mated to a ^oman of an iron will, can 
expect domestic peace ?• 
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Had Chans married me, beautiful and fascinating 
a^' I still felt \jir to be, mv lot would have been J:o 
follow in the wake of her wishes, conscious all tne 
while cf the debasement of my conquered manhood. 

Charis Darley Wc*s a woman who could command, 
but who could -not obey, except insidioirly to gain 
an end. At last . I understood her ! Sne had set 
ou£ to win Lawrence Ri\rers. trampling me in the 
mire of humiliation on the vVay. ^ Slowly his resis- 
tance had been broken down and his kingdom been 
conquered. To <*ule it was her next ta-^^k. 

Mine had been a happy escape. 

I looked up at the house where the soft warm 
lights were shining, remembering yet, with a certain 
hunger of the heart, the profound appeal of her 
warm youth and beauty. On these weapons men 
are ever ready to perish. She had turned their edge 
from my heart against that of my friend. I^xo'Vas 
wounded ; he was slain ! 

Poor Lawrence ! The \ ictim was a noble one, 

I hailed a passing hansom. Sophia was asleep 
when I arrived home. Foi fear of disturbing her I 
spent a re?:>tless night in the d res sirrg -room. Thank 
heaven my wife never suspected my thoughts ! 



CHAPTER XXiVII 


The next morning before *I was dressed ScTphia 
desired to know ‘what had* kept me so late/ I 
replied that* Miss Darley had be^ out and that I 
had waited for her l-eturn, but I did not think it 
necessary to explain how* a troubled mind had 
driven me to seek in the frivolous distractions of 


pool at the club a pajfsing relief of my distress. 

‘ Well^ what occurred? ' aske*«l my wife. 

‘ Miss Leigh told me she fiad no idea where 
RiVj^rs was.’ ^ ^ 


‘ It wasn’t likely they ’«'’’ould tell Jier, poor thing ! ’ 
said Sophia. * 


‘Exactly/ said I; ‘but all the# same I suggested 
that it was an aupt’s dufy to find out what her niece 


wasitip to.’ ^ • 

‘ Quite rigRt, John 1 ’ answered my wife. ‘ What 
did she say to Jhat? ’ 

‘ She admitted that she was quite under Miss 


Barley’s thumb.’ f • 

‘ How disgusting ! ’ cried Sophia. ‘ I ’d like to be 
^ that ‘girl’s aun? for a few minutes. ]&ut what did 


you gather ?•’• • 

• ‘ That yqp were ri^t, my deaj.i 
^ ^ophia looked triumphant. * 

‘ Then your stepmother was wrong ? ’ , 

‘ Quite. Rivers went to Rome to break off wh&t- 
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ever was on wfth Mrs. Lisighton. Miss Darley 
made him go.’ ^ . - 

‘ Did that girl have the effrontery tcy tell y6\i 
so?’ ’ ^ ^ ‘ 

‘ She allowed nr^e io guess it — which comes to the 
same thing.’ * 

‘d shall go ove»'" to .Arthur Place directly after 
^ lunch and let your stepmother* know how mistaken 
she was,’ replied Sophia. , 

This aggressive and consequently useless step 
raised in rny mirfd certain reflections pointing to a 
policy. As I foUowed my wife do,'vn to breakfast, 
her square and somewhat broad shoulders, clad in a 
simple white shirt surmounted by .a man’s double 
collar, loomed on me as the cilibodiment of the in- 
^ domitable energy within. As I studied her vigorous 
proportions I realised the contrast of our natures. 
I was^a man of thought, she a woman of action,**oTt 
was hers to driv^, mine to guide. Between two such 
forces (because one is blind) concerted action is im- 
practicable. With such a temperament, as Sophia’s, 
restless, daring, but withal ‘admirable, complete con- 
fidence bect^mes flangerous to the irrtb**ests of b(i)th. 

Boundless ‘energy, however, ma,v be impelled in 
useful directions by wise .suggesbon., P'or the Setke 
of their happiness we do not tell children the whole 
truth. » Discretioti teaches how far it is wise to go. 
Similarly I was no\<^ convinced that a certaiii con- 
cealment of the truth on my part (a by no means 
dishonourable concealment) mighP odcasionally be 
necessary to ensurp Sophia’s happiness. To let 
loose boundldss activities when there is no ^cof^J% 
folly. Their, unguided vigour is ^capable of wrecking 
domestic peace. 
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Moreover, for this reticence in dealing with facts, 
my wife herself had sej: Jhe example. In presenting 
iiife with ♦the fur coat on my bifthday, she had 
fhoiigh^ it well n^^t to tell me that her late husband 
had wo*rn it. Her object was !:ofnmlndable. She 
wished t*^ give me pleasur-?, spare 'Vny feelings, and 
at the saine time to^exeroisc a reasonable econovr/y*. 
To attain this end sh^ die? not disdain to sacrifie’e an 
ugly fact. For the safne rea'son a modified form of' 
candefur was now required cvf ftie. I exercised it at 
breakfast. ^Whilst my replies ro Sophia’s questions 
satisfied tier curiosit)?, I was carefuhthat they should 
not provoke he;- imprudence! I even persuaded her 
to defer enjoying her triumph over Mvs. Strood 
senior on the grounds that the delay of a day or two 
would add to its completeness.** 

‘ My stepmother,’ I said, ‘ in* spite of many ex- 
CGiJ^'^^nt qualities, is indiscreet, and ih the exaspera- 
tion of the moment capable of telling MissT)arley 
what you have said, rfow, we cannot afford to 
quarrel with Miss Darlcy — at lej.st I can’t. How- 
ever unmaidenl); — if may use the word — her 
condiuct,to R^i^*c*rs, I cannot forget \vhat I owe her.’ 

‘You mQan,’ said Sophia, complacently walking 
in^?o a flattering tra^, ‘that shc*brought us together? 
No doubt she did, John; but don’t forget the other 
^ reasons for treating her indulgently. She \vas not 
quiteTiicely treated by you.’ * 

‘Please dont refer to .^nything so ^^ainful,’ I Re- 
turned, blusMng! . • 

* Alas ! aj the poet* says, though not quite in the 
^saniie words, ‘even the heart ^nearest our own knows 
not half the reason jvhy* we smile or sigdi ! ’ 

Leaving m^ wife to Viurse this flattering illusion, I 
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hurried off to LJncoln^s Inn, where I learned that 
Diana Leighton was staying at one of the big hotels 
between Charing Cross and Whitehall. 

From Lincoln’s Inn I made my way to the League 
offices in Victoria^ Street. Finding nothing to detain 
me there, I staked to Northumberland venue by 
way of the Embankment.r It was a beautiful wintry 
day. Under the mantis of pale-pink mist and 
mother-of-pearl woven by the spirits of the air, 
London was charming vdth the delicate but majestic 
beauty alien eyes were the first to gUrify. The 
bridges, spanning the rolling tide, shadowy and 
unsubstantial, were bearing a dim yet murrriuring 
traffic. Steeples and great chimneys, the proud 
towers of Westminster, the talr shafts on the Surrey 
side, floated in magit air. Sounds were hushed, the 
massive line of hotels, and great houses bending to 
the curve of the river, resembled the fairy cit-ics 
which Turner painted witj;i an enchanted brush. 
Beneath this iridescent and tremulous light the 
manifold life below was touched with the spirit of 
romance. The craft on me river stirred in pic- 
turesque actjvitie^ ; thousands of guli's'-were hovaVing 
about the paK-apets of the bridges or flo£.ting in the 
silver gleam of the full tide. ^ 

When 1 was nearly opposite the broad avenue 
where .^tood the hotel I sought, I stopped to watch 
the flight of the sea-birds. As I stood musing partly 
on, the scene' before me, partly on the difficulty of 
my thankless errand, a familiar voice "called me to 
myself, 

‘ Was ever tiie river more beautiful, Mr. StrOodJ ^ , 

Charis Darley was beside me.*. The soft pink in 
the skies cploured her cheek, her eyes were shining 
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and her lips parted. * Tl;ere was som^thin'g predatory 
in her beauty. 

I suppose/ said I, ‘*that you hcwe been to the 
jtores, Miss Darfey, and like the rest of us that you 
came oh here t6 see the gulls ? ’ , * ^ 

‘ I Ve K^ot been to the stores. . I been there — 
a movem^^t of her* headland shoulders pointed j-o 
the hotel — ' and I believe# that you are going* tjiere 
too. Perhaps it 's forhmate J was first ! ’ ^ ^ 

Diilmay seized^ne. There saemed no limit to her 
audacity. ^ , 

‘But/'#! exclaimed indignantly., ‘you’ve never 
met l^iana Leigliton ! *• * 

‘That was why I went to see her! I ^ hate mis- 
understandings.* Only cowards submit to them. 
Now wp both understand.’ 

‘ What do you understand ? ’ ? asked. 

^/,A11 we need understand. I respect her, and — 
look at that line of sea-gulls on tl>e black ba?ge and 
their reflection ! Silvertand ebony*.’ 

But I filled in the suggested phrase. 

‘And,’ I* repeated ;flowly, ‘you are sorry for 

hei!^’ ^ #4 * 

‘ Why should I be sorry ? ’ 

You know b(?st^’ I replied, with repressed anger. 
‘If I know* best, you’ll forgive me for advising 
you. Don’t tell her what you Ve^come to say ! ’ 
‘Some one must,’ I replied., 

‘1 ’ve done that.’ 

‘ What I ‘you^ ’ I exclaimed. /You couldn’t.’ 

• ‘ Why not ? ’ * 

i^^lcan^t tefl you, although p'erhap*! I might make 

^Lawrence Rivers undefrstand.’ 

» 

‘ What an ungenerous threat ! ’ 
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‘A threat, Darley! , It”s an effort on the 

side of right.’ 

She looked ai me a moment thoughtfully rath^.r 
than angrily as she replied : ‘ Do' you know, Mr. 
Strood, our cOtiversations are gener'ally ridiculous, 
and it’s your fault. -You will insist on bei^.g melo- 
dramatic. If you would only uiiderstand(? me I am 
the most practical woman, differing from others 
^only because I know exactly .vhat 1 want. Now I 
wonder what on earth ypu want’ 

‘Justice done ! ’ J retorted recklessly. ^ 

‘ I wish I understood you,’ sh^ answered. ‘ 

The pink on het cheeks hall deepened, but 1 was 
too angry to care. 

‘Go on, Miss Darley,’ I said,*‘ trample on us all ! 
Spoil my friendship \\\th Rivers, sacrifice ev^^ry one 
to your ambition. There’s little a beautiful woman 
will not wreck to get her own way.’ ^ 

‘If r Had learned my part, Mr. Strood, I should 
give — a laugh of \Vicked triiknph, do they call it ? — 
but I’m reasonable and, as my aunt says, “dread- 
fully modern,” so 'l won’t v^ght. ^ Alf you and 
I can do is to make as little miischie«r^ as ppssijple. 
Good-bye 1 ’ ; ' ’ , 

Then she turned and walked towards Westminsto**, 
erect and graceful, beautiful and fearless. I had 
made a fool of myself, not because (as I fear she 
imagined) I was jealous, but because I was just! 

When she had disappeared amid the throng* on 
thOiTEmbankment, I^crossecf the road aud went up 
the avenue to the hotel and sent’up my card. * 

A lift shot m^ up td Mrs. Leighton’s {private koo^. 

I found her standing by the \nantelpiece to receive^' 
me. Then as •she greeted me L compared the meet- 
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ing with our first, before, at^Uxford, recalling 

how, in my youthful and unselfish ardour, I had 
t*)ld mygelf that no lovelier wftman had ever 
inspire^ a poet.* The impression made oii me had 
been dazzling* All the romaatic t?ftiotions of*my 
heart ha^J placed her in the worlJ ^where Dido died 
and Guijievere siifned.' .But now ? Though ^still 
handsome and imposing^ the lustre of hci *b€auty 
seemed to me to have fadeci before the visiort pf th6 
radiamt girl I iTad just IcfJ. •And this quiet, self- 
restrained,^ disappointed won^an#! had once com- 
pared t(9 ‘ a luminoiA cloud.’ But *ilas ! the fire that 
burifed behind^ ^t had* been^quenehed ; of the cloud 
only the colourless shape remained. ^ 

But what was there that those two women could 
say to. each other? It wa??i no selfish curiosity 
which made me wonder. I •looked intently for 
^oqic signs of the struggle, but althbugh she seemed 
sad and tired, I could see no cVear tracesT behind 
a joyless smile. I • 

My sense of right may be simple and old- 
fashioned. ^ So long Diana l^eighton’s husband 
ha(4 lived I hskd thoftght — as far as I ^dared I had 
said it tog-Athat Charis Darley hacj the stronger 
claim. Now dentil had*como*to shift the balance, 
and the man had made his choice — not where 
obligation pointed but where pas%ion drew. 

* We stood and faced the icy fact, each ot us con- 
scio*us that it dhilled the other. * 

‘You kndw twhy Lawrence ,went to Rome?» I 
•began. * • 

J know everything," she a’nsVered* 

I met Miss Dai^ley bn the Embankment,’ I went 
on, ‘ and guessed more than she dared^tell me.’ 
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‘ What did she^tell you ? ’ she a'sked. 

‘ She said she had been to see you because she 
hated misunderstandings, and that now you both 
understoqd. Did you think it brave of her ? 

‘Brave is no^^vordafor it. She gave me the mes- 
sage Lawrence went to Rome to deliver. That’s 
why we understand. 

‘ I not blind/ Diana ODntinlie'd, ‘ perhaps I see 
Clearer^because I am no longer.young. She told me 
what she wanted. She asked me not to stand in her 
way. She told me, what you told me at Folkestone.’ 

‘ What was that ? ’ • • 

‘That, after all,^ whatr he w<as offering her ODuld 
only be the second best. If I had a spark of 
generous feeling I could not grudge her this.’ 

‘ Good heavens ! ’ I pried. ‘ What new sex. philo- 
sophy is teaching w^^Dmen to fight openly for what 
they pretend the/ scarcely dare hunt in secret ? ’ ^ 

‘ It iSn’t philosophy, and it isn’t new,’ D/ana 
replied. ‘ fi 

‘She’s frank when frankness pays, cunning when 
cunning suits her. So was •f.ady Macbeth. In all 
ages,’ I went on, angered by-Diana^s tragic c^lm, 

‘ women have been tyrants. Charis Di^rley is only 
the newest and leas^ scrispulous) Vype. How dis- 
astrous it will prove to the race the next generations 
will discover.’ ^ 

The Bitterness I had been collecting was flowiitg 
through me. qDiana dammed it up. ^ 

‘Ah ! I forgot,’ said she ; ‘ I forget. Her trium- 
phant car rolled over you too ! ’ '• ' < 

‘Then the heartless* girl has boas^ted of it L, I 
exclaimed, rather to raise h^r anger than appease' 
my own. 
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Diana shook herliead. 

‘And yet they say.\vomen are jealous!’ she ^aid 
quietly. • 

^Jealous 1’ I Replied with truth, ‘ jealous 1 Yes, I 
am jealous — ^jealous of Lawrei>ce Rtters’s future in 
her hands I ’ 

But a ]^age-boy, Bearing a card, interrupted 

A gentleman to* se^e Mts. Leigfiton at once."' ^ 

‘ Show him ujp,’ s4ie answered, glancing •^t the 
card • ^ * 

‘ Rivers, gof course!’ said ^ I was expecting 
him.’ 

\ es, it ’s J^awrente,’ she answered, apparently 
quite unmoved 

‘Then I’ll go and* leave you together,’ I said, 
recove^jing the self-control wh^h I had lost. 

‘ No, stay and help me,’ she Answered. ‘ You can 
t^p^je us both a painful interview? I know Law- 
rence ; you don’t — at least not ‘as I do. ’^You’ve 
seen my sickness. Ndlv you sh3ll see me swallow 
the remedy.’ 

We waited, hearing the rush of the ascending lift 
and hyrriccL*^eps along the corridor The door 
opened, KJ\^rs passed swiftly in. 

* ‘ Diana ! ’ he exclaimed, deeply agitated, ‘ Diana ! ’ 
Then, seeing me, he stopped abruptly and muttered 
(I hope I was not intended to h^r), ‘ What does he 
want here ? ’ • 

‘ Mr. Stroocl is here, Lawrence, tJecause I made 
him come,^i)i2lna interposed qiyckly. ‘ He has Wen 
advising^ me abouf my affairs. I ’m so sorry — so 
ddG^dfully sorry about thft niistake. I ought to 
have let you kno^, but it all happened so quickly. 
There was so little t»me. But it’s li^e vou tojrush 
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across Europe fin the cause — in the cause of 
friefndship.’ 

Rivers looked wretched — weary, travel-stained, 
fretted with anxiety, for he was hot the .nan to 
commit a m^annesrs with the air of a generous 
conqueror. 

03iana,’ he cried, J I ’ve a thousand things to say, 
but 1“ can’t say them with Rim heie.’ 

He glanced at me as e:t a thftig creating an irrita- 
tion out of all proportion to its importance, wh?ist I, 
remembering days when my counsel had becn^ought 
and honoured, tasted the bitterness of friendship 
despised. ' i 

The hosi-ile influence was drawing him from me. 

‘ I stayed,’ 1 said, ‘ because MVs. Leighton desired 
it, not because it could cause me anything but pain.’ 

But he looked at £)iana and never heeded me. 

‘Sit down there, Lawrence,’ she said gently, pqjnb 
ing to an armchaifl, ‘ c'uid don’t be irritable. Because 
your kindness to me has /ent you on a wasted 
journey, it is no reason why you should be angry 
with poor Mr. Strood.’ 

And now } guessed the natu^e of hci, remedy. ' It 
was submissioh. It seemed that I was be thrust 
on my knees too. ' 

Her voice, always tender to him, now seemed to 
sting him with its raress. Sinking back in the chair 
he watched her. What he was bent on saying must 
have grievously hurt him. It had burned out the 
look of youth in the, man. I almost fbrgave him for 
his rudeness to me as I saw the change wrought by' 
love and remor 2 :e. 

Here at least was a soul whom the Furies had 
scoqrged with their whips. 
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* A wasted journey nx)rc or less ik a misspent life 
is of no great accourjt^ Diana/ he said. ‘ It is *tho 
awful roEKl we whip ourselves alonf^ — leaving frag- 
ments ^f our h2art on the track — that bi^eaks our 
spirit and our courage.’ • , 

He was forgettyig that I ;was* pi;e^ent, but, casting 
a swift ^^ook in my dinection ^with his harasdeed 
feverish eyes, he stopf>ed fibruptly. All my curiosity 
— the curiosity ^f thb artist — awoke as I vfaiched 
him. * • • 

‘ I think J ’d better go/ 1 said, rising ; ‘I’m only in 
the way*! ’ ^ * • 

Pfrhaps wh^n we *are Ibast p*roud of our own 
conduct we most want a scapegoat. , 

‘Besides you have? Tl wife at home, Strood, from 
whom I understand no secretiJ^are liidden ! ’ 

As Rivers flung this gibe at me, I felt our friend- 
withering under its blight. * ^ 

I was moving towards the do(!>r in silence when 
Diana Leighton stopped me. * 

‘ Don’t go, Mr. Strood!’ she said. ‘ Please don’t go!’ 
And so I resumed mf scat. 

‘'My,» deaiw^Lawrence,’ she conljnuec^, turning to 
him, ‘do be calm. Your nerves arci all unstrung. 
W>u look as J:hoifgh you had* not slept for weeks. 
For heaven’s sake don’t worry yourself! There’s 
nothing you can tell me that I d<^n’t already know I 
You hate saying it, so please»don’t try. You and 
I are old friends who have a right t*o spare them- 
selves pain? Besides Miss DarJey has been here, 
and I quite undersfand — yes, ^uite understand ! I 
about to write to you* to clea» up all doubt, 
but the writing wasn’t* easy, so I put it off, and 
that ’s why wc have ali been worried unnecessarjiy ! ’ 
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c * t 

The look on - Rivers’s fa^e as she spoke grew 
intense, as though feeling were stretched to its 
utmost limit. 

‘ Leave us ! ’ he said to me. <♦ 

9 , 

This time Diana did not stop me. * 

I closed the’ dour softly, waiting, however, a 
m(?ment on the threshold. 

r j 

‘ My God, Diana,’ I hei*rd him cry, ‘ forgive me 
"if you Tan ! ’ 

And I knew that he \vas sobbing in her lap. 

Who but a poet is capable of weeping in the arms 
of one woman because he loves ^another ? 

I say this in no disparagement of poets, for certain 
pangs of my own have taught me too that the 
wisest of us as well as the ‘dullest are alike un- 
^protected against the attacks of this devastat^ing but, 
if we believe the {Physiologists, necessary passion. 
There a^re, however, limits even in our unrea^sor, 
nor can I be tocr grateful for that from which my 
own self-control lias saved i*\e. 

As I look back on her havoc it seems to me that 
Charis Darley represents n thcr an anarchic force 
in the established order of 'sex-reia'fionship than 
the latest type in progressive womanhoddL 
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When I left tlje hotel I rtiturned to the oliftce of 
the league a prey to reserfitftient and misgivings, 
wounded it\ my tenderest spot. • 

Although Rivers ^belonged to the race of gifted 
people who njust be* allo\^ed to* do as they like, 
there were, nevertheless, some limits to ray forbear- 
ance. I was not 11k*c Diana Leighton — able to 
stoop tp the foot that spurnW me. My manhood, 
stood in the way. Besides even her graceful yielding 
«.oijcealed^ a purpose. She still desired to^treasure 
what remained to her of the friendship of a famous 
man. She knew his character and his weaknesses. 
There might be crumbs for her yet to give him 
which no bthej hand? could l^estow. Her very 
atti^ud^ of tpiiching resignation h^d scy-ved an end. 
It had reduced Rivers to weep in her iap ! 

•(How I wish Clfaris Darley "could have witnessed • 
the scene 1) 

Thus from one point of vie\’* Mrs. Leighton’s 
dignity was safe, however deej^her wound. 

reivers, however, was ^unlikely to* weep on ,my 
shoulder and t)eg my forgiveness ! Had he Sut 
^aid ‘ I ’rn sorry, John!’ how^ easily could I have 
fo«g-oiten, but when we met* in Victoria Street two 
'hours after the sc^ne in Diana’s roogi he ignored 
it. Moreover his abrupt and ^dictatorial mai^ner 
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v/as far from suggesting regret.' He was marching 
to bther music than mine. 

Charis Darley had evidently made him acquainted 
with the.situation at the League. 'He listened with. ■ 
some impatience whilst I further explained it. 

H Ve promised Dr. Barker/ I said, ‘ td let him 
know vour views at once ’ 

‘You can’t do that/ h^’ answered, ‘for I’m not 
'sure ol them myself 1 ’ 

‘He’s dreadfully cusoicious ^ ’ I protested. ‘He 
was scarcely satiefied when I told hii?a that you 
wouldn’t support the general’i^r scheme of* national 
military service without the^collective sanctitni of 
the League.’ 

‘ You had no right to tell hkm that ! ’ 

‘ I had to keep hkn quiet. Remember you left 
me without instrucfions. The last time we talked 
it over^ you agreed that it was still too soon fc; 
the League to take sides in this controversy.’ 

‘Probably I said so to a^ioid a tedious argument 
with you, but 1 can’t remember.’ 

Was this a kind or fair ^tnswer.to an old friend 
and loyal sqf'retary ? ' ^ ^ ^ , 

I said no more, but turned away to my own desk 
and pretended to study the list of new subscribing 
members. 

Soon after this he left the office, whilst I returned 
home, suffering under an oppressive sense of ill- 
us^ge. 

What was Rivers’s intention ? Did he wish to 
compel me to resign? If he did, my sense of duty 
to the League would not permit me to gratifyLim 
at the present crisis. 

I was, of course, not blind to the cause of his 

( < 
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changed attitude towards me. It fvas due, I knew, 
to the influence of Darley, with whom I liad 

dijifercd an the question of our polil^y. She desired 
to exp%l from tlie League what she most unjustly 
called * the ‘ liUle England It represented, 

however,' too powerful an ^lem'ent to be sacrificed 
to the whim of an obstinate girl. My plea 'for 
moderation she ridicujed Ks ‘ a policy of pew-ojDeners^ 
and parasites.’ \ " 

I h^id hitherto merely regaicred her ideas on this 
subject as^those of an autocratic young woman 
whose iftexperience 'deprived theifi of importance. 
Now^ however, that *I foufid them colouiing the 
mind of our president, I realised thcii? peculiar 
danger. •' 

Warned by the observatioil* of recent events, I 
decided to tell my wife no more than^was absolutely 
n'jc^sary to maintain a reputation for Q,'^ndour. 
Miss Darley’s hint that she would refrain from 
‘making mischief’ if I l^ould follow her example, 
foibadc me speaking^ to my wife of her visit to 
Diana Leigh1;on. ^ The Soldncss of this step would 
certafcmly hav^^' shocked ’ Sophia,* who* when she 
was ‘shocked^ ‘ spoke her mind ’ with gieater energy 
thaM discretion^ Moreover, her^ simple and robust 
methods ill suited a crisis of such extreme delicacy, 
1 merely told her, therefore, that^ Mrs. Leighton, 
who was perfectly teasonable, Showed no wish to 
obstruct a m^^rnage which^ seemed the only remedy 
for a comprphiisihg entanglement.* As this was the 
solution to wljich Sophia’s sagacity had pointed 
fron> -ri^e first, she wariply approved^ of it. Her 
cfomplacency, however, was somewhat cl^ecked when 
I disclosed the state of ^flairs aj the League ai¥d 
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the threatened departure from the policy of modera- 
tion on which I had always insisted. This view 
she supported ‘with the apt, if trite, illuotration-tof 
the Bundle of Sticks. ‘If,’ she said, ‘we split intQ 
groups, each with' a different idea of what con- 
stitutes civic duty. What's to become of tnc secre- 
taiy 7 1 

‘What indeed?’ I an‘:>wered. ‘You may rest 
assured, my dear, that he will do his duty to the 
League as long as’ possible, although theie are 
undercurrents at ‘’work which may compel him to 
resign.’ 

‘Resign four hundfed pounds a year!’ '•eried 
Sophia in- dismay. 

‘ The situation in Victori^T Street,’ I said, ‘ may 
be made intolerable.^** 

I now fortified my position by telling Sophia of 
Riversir cruel gibe at her expense. 

It roused her indignation in spite of her strongly 
expressed opinion that ‘oQiIy fools quarrelled with 
their bread and butter.’ 

The man who did not trUst his wife, she declared, 
was a disrhonoyrablc and mean -spi.^'i ted creature 
unworthy of the respect of a good Woman ! She 
was, she further reiharkcd, astounded that so dis- 
tinguished a man as Mr. Rivers should have dared 
to utter such a sentiment, even though he did belong 
to the class which rilade the worst husbands ! 

^ These reflections naturally led her a step further, 
for she was fond of tracing thin'^s to their most 
flattering sources. , 

The reasoil for Rivers’s altered conduct-siQ, me 
she discovefed in the affections of Miss Darley whic^i 
Bwas supposed to have slighted! This aberration, 
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which had at first amused me by its recurrcAce, 
nearly deprived me o*f •my calm. I, am a just, not 
a Vain m^n ! ^ 

• ‘ Yoi! knowj she said, ' whijt . he> grievance* is 
better tlyin I, and must make alloV^nces for it.' 

' I cannot admi^,’ .1 said firmly, ‘‘that Miss Dai;ley 
has any ^rievance.agains^ me.' * * • 

'Men never .do a^mit these things, 1 4cpow,’* 
returned Sophia* calmly. ‘ As ^for me, J never see 
her unless she makes me f*cel I had no right to 
be Mrs. Joi^n StioodJ. You needn’t look like that, 
John, I assure y^u I ’ip not^the lc«ast jealous. But 
I lea^e you to J^our reflections and your cigar.’ 

With this she quitted the dining-room, gieatly 
to my relief. By some strange ;:^ompensatory process 
in the adjustment of human affairs, those nearest our 
affections are too often endowed with the shrewd- 
est fei'ultyof annoying us. I say tiiis out (JT no dis- 


respect to my wife, who in this differed little from 
the wives of other men, but simply a‘s a candid 


observer of cgnjugal ^dieyomena gi adually gathering 
experience ^ • * * 

With ^he ajiproval of Sophia, ancl evidence of 
just resentrfcent yt^my t^catm^nt, I now decided 
to ^maintain omly official relations with Rivers — to 


accept instructions but offer no advipe. 

iji night’s rest, howevei, and possibly the feeling 
of freedom, restpred his serenity. Hi« energy re- 
^turned, his ca'^y mocking good-temper with it. But 
the change in him oiijy brought me fresh mortifica- 
tions. It ipS tr’ie that he no Ipi^ger sj^oke harshly 
tg mft/6ut on the other hand he seemed to regard 
me as an amiable fulsy person whose ^’pinion an^ 
personality ci^rry weigiit %only because they are 
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supported by the associations of friendship. A 
horrible whispqr reached mc. 

Coming to the office one morning a feW minuses 
eailier than ir:ua]^ I stood by the semi-opaque half> 
opened glass dcor of my room and carelessly glanced 
in.p Watson, my clerk, v. ho stood at my table arrang- 
ing v the papers, was holding a conversation with the 
typewriter in the adjoining cabinet, whence I could 
hear her machine clicking out its d^ily task. 

‘ Mr. Rivers sa^s/ called out th j youth, ‘ that he ’s 
like the old servant whom you can’t sac^K — a sort of 
fixture to be fed, flattered, and fooled till pension- 
time comes. Ha ! ha ! ha I ’ 

Here I entered the room, p,nd Watson — an intel- 
ligent lad of eighteen — ceased laughing, and greeted 
me with a vivid 1 lush and a loud ‘ Good morning, 
sir!’ as a warning of my arrival to Miss Brex, the 
typewriter. 

I said nothing for the moment, but an arrow shot 
in the dark' had pierced my heart. 

Who was like an old sgrv:nt who could not be 
‘ sacked ’? Although the word was one which I had 
never heard Rivers use, it might wHl have' been 
substituted by Watson to, interpret- his rfieaning. 

Of whom could this have bee:: said ? Both 
Watson and Mi^s Brex, I was well aware, considered 
me ‘fussy’ — the epithet is applied by subordinates 
to most men who insist on efficient service — but their 
^disapproval of my methods was scarc^ ly a reason for, 
their reception into the jocular confidences of Rivers ! 
To whom, then, h^J it been said ? 

There is a form of curiosity which is unen^tiiiable. 

At last 1 was compelled to question Watson, m 
order, at whatever risks, to relieve it. 
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After pretending*!^ •read the T'unes, dictating a 
letter or two, and giving.a few trivial directions abbut 
the business of the day, 1 said as cOvSlly as I could : 

0 ‘ By the bye, Mr. Watson, when I came in just now 

I overfieard yo*u telling Miss Bre^ something about 
an old servant wIy^iti Mr. Rjver% cotisidered ought to 
be “ sacked.'' May \ ask \^hether,our president made 
these remarks to yoi^?* 

Again the clej^k gr(?w criiitson. 

‘ jN o, sir,’ he lejplied ; ‘tl^ey^were made to Miss 
Darley. SJie came in here yesterday with Mr. Rivers 
after ydb had gone. 

4 lave you ,any ide^ who* the uhfortunate menial 
may be to whom Mr. Rivers refenedP’J inquired, 
with icy calm. 

Watson’s embarrassment dec^Dcned. 

‘No, sir,’ he answered ; ‘ unless they were talking 
*kb9ut a servant of Miss Barley’s or of somj^one em- 
ployed down at Mr. Rivers’s placd in the country.’ 

‘ But why — 1 ’m not ^questioning you out of idle 
curiosity, Mr. Watson, but simply as an impartial 
observei ol hujnan p^culiaiiti<?s — why should you 
repeat, a st^tc^nent made by M?*^ Risers about a 
person oftvfhom you know nothings to Miss Brex, 
vfho presum ajply k*nows less ? ’ • « 

‘Just for something to say, sir.’ 

‘ Indeed, Watson ? ’ • 

* * B 

‘ You see, everything Mr. Risers says is interesting, 
sir,’ continued *the clerk,^plunging restively. ‘As^ he 
said the othei^ day, the papers* are full of whatMie 
doesn’t say, so naturally what ^e does say interests 
^ Miss^BreX and me.’ • • 

‘Even when you’ve no idea whon^ he is talking 
about ? ’ 
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‘ Even when we don^t know;, whom he is talking 
about, sir.’ , . 

‘ Thank you, Mr. Watson, for a very lucid' explana- 
tion. I .suppose Mr. Rivers knew of whom \ie was* 
speaking?^ * 

‘ I suppose so, si'V fe])ljcd the yoyng man, growing 
slightly defiant und^r cross-examination. ^ 

‘ Perhaps 1 had better ask Mr,Jvivers,’ I said coolly. 

‘ I hdpe you will not, sir! ’ * « 

‘Whynof.^’ * , 

‘Because Mr. Risers would be ver}^ angiy wdth me 
for repeating whett he said to Miss Dailey by way of 
a joke. I had taken same things into Miss Bfex^s 
room to b(^ typed, sir, so they didn’t, know I could 
hear.’ 

‘ I see, Mr. Watson’. Bu*; it was all a joke, was 
’it ? ’ ^ ' 

‘ It rngst have been, sir, for they laughed ^Vke 
anything, and Miss Darley said “ Poor old thing 1 ’ 

‘Then evidently she unc/erstood the joke, Mr. 

Watson 1 ’ , 

. ,11 ^ * 

‘ Evidently, sir.’ % 

‘Will you kindly deal with tfiese, Mr. Watison.’* 

Here I gave* him some receipts to acknowledge, 
• and our conversation ‘ceased, but 'not ^before it h^d 
filled the atmosphere of the office of the League 
with the taint of u hideous suspicion, under „which 
the dignity of the secretary seemed rapidly 
withering. * ^ ^ 

I had loved Lawrence Rivers once* and jcould not 
afford to unlove him^ flow. But did 1 Icive him ? We 
ask ourselves the question we cannot an^werVlljen 
the mind, nunjbed under the impact of a deadening 
shot'k, is incapable ojf response. 



’ ' MR. JOHN ST.ROOD > , 295 

But whether I him or not, I felt incapable 

of meeting him. > , 

» Fortunu.tely it was not one of th6 days on which 
,he canie to the office. Before I left, therefore, I fold 
Watso*n that I should probably bo’ absent for a few 
days, but would jsend hirn my ac3dress in case it 
should b^ necessafy^to coi*nmunii:ate with me. 

Leaving the office^boAt three o’clock, I cal?ed to 
sec 4)r. Scaber, fjie famous n^rve specialist. tV^*e ha3 
been*in the samejorm at Arehestcr, where he had 
exhibited Aone of that genial and reassuring suavity 
of manner which in Tater life had \^on him eminence 
in noble profession. * 

His waiting |;oom was full, but I sent yi my card 
with a pencilled note, and, because I was an old 
schoolfellow, he generously c^fisented to see me out^ 
of my turn. ^ * 

' SNothiyg wrong, I hope, Strood ? ’ he s^], as the 
door of the consulting-ioom closed behind me. It 
was full of rather ba^^ pictuies purc^hased at the 
Royal Academy (Sc^jber fancied he was a connoisseur 
in art — his one \j^eakne^s), and he had hung his walls 
wi^h p*ieposier6us landscapes and ^edic^s ‘ historical 
pieces’ (‘H^enry V. after Agincour>,’»* for instance) 
ubder the erj-oneous impression that they created- 
the atmosphere of refined culture which intelligent 
neuropathic patients preferred to breathe. 

‘ Not quite the thing, Scabef,’ I replied. ‘ A little 
out of sorts ^ you know.’ 

‘ Sit down add let me look at you.’ * 

He placed pae in a chair opposite the light and 
, confined me critically. * ^ 

‘You ’re not a nophalist, I see, Stropd.’ 

‘ What ’s that ? ’ I asked a little anxiously, for ^ven 
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though you are seeking only Yp3ral support of your 
doctor, you are never quite. sure what sinister dis- 
coveries he may*make. " <r 

' I mean*, yoi^ use alcohol/ ^ ^ 

We had shared a bottle and a pint of champagne 
at the last old-Archestrifin dinner/Rivers had been 
in the .chair), consequentl;^ his .d/vination , did not 
astound me. * , 

» ‘ YesV said I, ‘ in moderation* but r'^t all my meals 

and a peg or two before iturning in, But it isn^t the 
food and the drin^/c— although, you knew, I Ve a 
wretched digestioh. The truth is, I ’m suffermg from 
a sort of all-overish feeling. It isn’t exactly giddiness, 
or fatigue, or sleepiness, nor yet insonpnia ; it’s a sort 
of mixture of them all. In fact, ‘it’s brain-fag! That 
admirable article of yplirs in tiie Popular Pleader made 
my symptoms quite clear, so I needn’t ask you to 
sound m^^Scaber, or take up any of youj* valuable 
time (there’s a whole roomful waiting for you I), but 
just say the word that you ^^hink I ’m overworked, 
and want a change^ to the sea^^^ide, and I feel sure 
that I shall come back a new 'man I 

^ Seems to< me, iStrood,’ said he, ‘ thattvyoui!.re pre- 
scribing for ydoVself.’ ^ ^ ^ 

‘ It ’s because you? article foresa,w both tPie 
symptoms and the remedy,’ I replied. 

‘ Well, now I Iflok at you, you do seem .pulled 
down. I’ll tell you What! Go down to the New 
Bath Hotel at Brighton (I’m one of tl,^e directors, 
you know), mention" my name, and they ’'11, make you 
comfortable. Take Scaber electrip bath every 
other day (I tfled to prevent them from Vasin'g tny 
name, but it no good), and w*hen the week ’s out 
you«’ll be fit enough to pla^v ‘all the bowling they 
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send down to the whck-you-may-call-'em League, off 
your own bat.’ * • ^ 

V ThanC:s, ScaJ^er,’ I replied, rising ; ‘it’s very kind 
'of you. I feeUbetter already.’ ^ , ti. • 

‘ By the bye,’ he said, standiji^ beside me, whilst 
the firelight dancfed on the# diamond -pin (the gift of 
a gratefifl lady-pa^icnt) v^fiich fcP^tened the folds of 
his simple crcpg-de-SJ^ine scarf, ‘ by the bye, ^troocl, 
how* ^re-things £oing on witli “the great man ’ 
Lawrence Rivers was always known as ‘ the great 
man ’ a^nong old Ai;chcstrians. 

‘ All right,’ Lexclaij^ned. 

‘*A 11 right? *What do you mean by “all right”? — 
unless Rivers intend^ to many both lad^s or they 
arc both bent on marrying him ! Miss Leigh (Miss 
Darley^s aunt, you know) is 21 sort of ^patient of 
.mine vhen the newspapers frighten ^ler off Christian 
Scfoticc of whatever rubbish it is Jihe runsriffter.’ 

‘I know,’ said I, ‘shs has a bad circulation and 
suffers from cold feet.* I remember giving her a 
carbon-pedorette to^wa^m them^last Christmas.’ 

‘ Ah, that whe^ you were supposed to be 
engage*d to Jhe girl,’ he interrupted. 

Nonsense ! ’£ ^ever was ei^agecT fo her ! ’ 

‘No? Well, I’m glad to hear that, Strood f 
Miss Darley will be able to reign at Beckstone 
Park ’and rule “the great man” with a clear con- 
science then ! ’ • • 

‘ I think vte may take that for granted, Doctor^’ I 
^returned (fheerfully.# • 

^C jpit^l, Sferood, capital ! Qaite the best thing both 
for the lady and “ the geeat man.” ( 5 ood-bye ! ’ 
Then Is we shoolc hands I neatly slipped a pound 
and a shilling into his*sc?ft palm# • 
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\Half fees for poor old schtysiTellows, eh, Doctor?’ 
said I jovially. ‘ 

‘ Since you insist,’ said he, with some reluctance;^ 

' Sy the by^ Scaber,’ said I, halting by the door,< 
for I had forgqttcri something of importance, ^by 
the bye, you never said, whether •! should take my 
wife wkh me. You ice I hate leaving her, bi't I think 
on tlie whole, you know, since ^ want complete rest, 

not to say solitude ^ i . 

‘ Exactly!’ replied ’Scaber, hastily ringing the bell ; 

^ my orders are that you go to Brighton aVone. Tell 
Mrs. Strood so with my compliments^ ! ’ 

‘Thanks, Scaber.’ ‘ ' 

Then D withdrew and walked the pavement of 
Harley Street, the first part of my task accom- 
»»plished. ' 

I was trying to flee from myself. 
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a man if. trying to llec fiom himself" it is 
usually because ho is trying lo fi’de from disappoint- 
ment. ^ 

I'' «' « 

I glanced do^vn and up ITarley ^trcet. At each 
end*' hovered a* whisp of fog, the London cousin of. 
hoar-frost < « 

It was too soon^to go home and to explain to 
Sophia tthe necessity of complfdc rest from worryi 
at the seaside which Dr. Scaber Ivid imposed on 
me, *5^0 I stcolled to Bond Street, \vhcre the shop 
of a well-known tobacepnist I liglited a cigar, and 
gradually fell into a [i easanter train* of thought. 
Bond Street^exists (thiefly for administering to the 
pleasures of tkcf-eye. ^'‘Vhe severity of the English 
rac(5, so* far ao it is possible, has bc^en banished from 
the kingdom of^ \^hich ijt is the ufi(!>fficial centre. 
I stood befone the windows of a jeweller's shop, 
dreamily admiring sprays of diamonds scintillating 
in* the*brightness of the electric fight. Th§re were 
tiara^s and brac^elets, sapphires, moonstones, pearls, 
emeralds, tisrquotses, aivi stones whose names I 
l^new not* • Behiinl liJie plate*-glass ‘the giddy 
pleasures.of tfae eye ' were re\ielling naked and un- 
ashamed, raising in the. gazer’s mind* visions of the 
fair wom^* on whos& white throaj^s or ciueenly brows 
these glittering gems ifiight mosj: worthily .shine.* 

* 209 



3QO f MR. JOHN STROOD 


Then — my thoughts turniii;glin a noDler direction 
to the — 


‘Jewels five words long 


That on the stretched forefinger of all time 
Sparl'.f^ fo** ever,’ 


I was meditating, as becomes a philosopher amid 
such luxurious asse^ciation, on the vanity of female 
ideals, when once again tne fr miliar voice startled 
me. 

‘What surprise kre- you preparing for Mrs. 
Strood ? ’ it said mockingly. 

‘Such surprises, Miss Darley,’ I replied, ‘ are be- 
yond the powers of my poor purse. The diamonds 
gave me the usual food for reftection ’ , 

“‘The vanity of human wishes,’' Mr. Strood, and 
all the rest of it, of eourse? 

‘ Yes. “ The ?fanity of human wishes,” Miss Darley. 
I ’ve just been to see Dr. Scaber, who has ordered me 
off to Brighton. Complete rest and freedom from 
worry, he says, are necessai / for me.’ 

‘ I ’m sorry,’ she said, after a brief examination of 
my face ; ‘ it seems to me that you ’’'e looking better 
than usual.' I kiow your wife thinks so. In any 
case, I shouldn’t think that great black end of a 
cigar was good for you.’ 

I flung it away. 

‘You see. Miss Darley,’ I said, ‘I’ve had a gopd 
deal to worry me at the League. Rivers isn’t sure 
what policy to follow, Dr. Barker, on the other hand, 
has no doubts, whilst I epme between them and 
preach moderate viervs.’ 

‘Moderate Views!’ she exclaimed. ‘YoiJ kViOM5 
what I think of them. However, the thing" is settled 
no^/. Lawrence wijl suppQ»-t' national military trair^ 
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ing for all tlvi Leagyoris worth ! Those wh6 differ 
from it can walk out^oind found a “ League of Pew- 
o^oeners ’ ^ for themselves ! ^ ^ 

'‘He* has told me nothing of all this!' I said, in 
some innoyaifce. * € 

‘ We 6nly decided on it at luricPi to-day,' replied 
the triumphant yoifng woaran. 

I lool<ed at her in th|j bright light flashed,, from 
the rsparkling jbwellc'r's shop. She was in fui:s and 
a fur^hat crowned with gallant aigrette. The frosty 
air had to^^ched Her cheeks with sleeper colour. She 
seemed radiant even for her, aKd extraordinarily 
fulj' of youth ,^nd th>.^t intangible^feminine resource 
which is not called strength although so much more 
effective.^ ’ **' 

‘ WeU, I only hope th^ newfoolicy will be success- 
ful,’ I replied ‘ The first effect of it will be to split 
thf League.' 

‘ A good thing too 1 We shall gelf rid of the 
mean little tail then. sometin'es regret I'm not 
a man! Men love compiomises. Half of you are 
political tinfie-servcrs. ^<Thank heaven Lawrence sees 
the right thing at last 1 All of you people — his old 
friends ai?cP acquaintances — have nvide the worst of 
him. You've tVitd to cbt his wings and make hiqj, 
flap in step with the clumsy crowd of so-called 
public men, who are afraid of aflending either the 
mob or the flabby shapeless •thing they cSll public 
opinion ! J^very^ne knows what thijf country wants ' 
— and she» flumg bac^*her beautiful head till**the 
delicate plume in Iher^hat quivered — ‘we want dis- 
cif^lifTfeT^ I was talking to a* fam£)us soldier the 
other nijht, Mr. SWroo3. The future of the Empire, 
he assures me, depends entirety on the amougt of 
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soldiering the people are prepafj.d to l^arn to defend 
it.' Everyone outside a bonnet shop or a grocery 
store knows tliPt, and yet when your League has a 
chance of doing its duty, you and nibn like you talk^ 
of ‘‘the necessity of moderate views’"! I Ve no 
patience with you aU ! ^ 

‘ Miss Barley,’ I ^replied (for playfulness is often 
the best retort to tirades oEthis^kind ), ‘ Miss Barley, 

I ’m afiaid you ’re quite a firebrand.’ 

‘And you’re a wet blanket, and consequently 
useless in a damp place ! ’ 

‘ Well, we won’t argue about It,’ I said. ‘ Besides 
there isn’t room on the pavem^.nt.’ ^ 

She laughed and recovered her temper. 

‘ I ’m going to the library to meet my aunt, who 
is changing a book, bu^ doesn’t know what she wants. 
It takes sovic time, for she ’s always afraid of getting 
something she calls “realistic ” by mistake.’ ^ ’ 

‘Miss Lc.igh,’ I replied, ‘is right. You never 
know what dreaaful book^you may bring home 
from the library 1 The old English reticence is fast 
disappearing. Novelists choose the most revolting 
subjects, and a certain class of readers encpur^ge 
them in the sel^ertion.' 

We were walking back towards die library. The 
men we passed glanced admiringly at my companion. 

‘I don’t care,’ she said, ‘(I mean within decent ^ 
limits) wnat people write about, so long as they don’t 
pose. I ’m sick of attitudes ! ’ 

‘feut then. Miss Barley, you are emancipated 1’ I 
said. ^ ^ 

‘ If that means that J won’t let people irej^t r^e 
as an idiot, I am, Mr. Strood ! Do you supprintend 
youi^ wife’s reading ? ' ^ , 
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’m thanlfful I answered, ‘that she'has a 

correct taste.^ She thinks there are scf many un- 
pleasant jihings in real *lifc that it 'jj unnecessary to 
lo<^k fox them in* books.* 

‘ Ah*l ' Miss^Darley replied* ‘ tjicn tSve newspapers 
will sati:?fy her curiosity ! ’ * * * 

At Bruton Street the* 'traffic stopped us for a 
moment.* When we* had grossed it she resum’ed the 
convjersation, but in a*more s^erious mood. » ^ • 

‘ I 'ni ^lad I met you,* she began. ‘ Tl^re ’s some- 
thing I wa^it to Sc'^y. Dr. Scabcrjs sending you out 
of town, tit seems ? ’ • \ 

‘l^est, elcctrit bath^, and tjiat so>t of thing,’ I put 
in hastily. ‘ I intend to write to Rivers to-night.’ 

‘ Don’t TroubTe to do that, Mr. Strood ; I *11 explain. 
In fact I Ve a capital ide.^ ! ^*hilst you ’re away I ’ll 
do your'work.’ • * 

‘ My dear Miss Darley ! ’ I protested. 

‘I 'assure you I shall enjoy it ;• Lawrifiice would 
love it. You’ll have a' chance o> a w^l-deserved 
holiday!’ * 

‘But, Mis* Darley, j*ou don’J< quite realise what 
it rneans! ’ 1 *s^ftJ, wi>Ji ,the helpless sense of being 
thrust out pi the way by an irresistiT)^y^cT[i 0 erful force. 

• It means I’ll ^nelp Dawrence cut the League’s 
miserable tail off!’ she replied, with charming 
bnergy. * 

*Then I made up my mind t(x speak out. ® 


‘I* hope you Vijl pardon me for what I’m about 
to say. Miss paisley, but /our undertaking to mandge 
Mr. Rivers’s affairs «^ligg^ests a more complete under- 
stand i,r^i^tw^en you than tl:\eVorld^et recognises. 
May I, a^, an old ,friefid, ‘ask whether I may be 
perrfiittea to congratulate him ? ’ 
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‘ You may congratulate me/ she cri^^d, with spr.rk- 
ling eyes ; ‘ I ’m the happiest #woman England ! ’ 

‘ I do so with all my heart/ I said. ‘ ought to 
have seen it from the first, only thcr folly — t,\ie folly 
fro?n which the strongest of us are net free, and front 
which even Lawrehce Rivers is not exempt- -blinded 
me/ » 

\ 

‘Thank you for the compliment,’ she answered, 
/^ugking. ‘You mean Lawr^ice n ust be a fool for 
wanting to marry me ! 

Had this dazzling young worrian no modesty, I 
wondered, that she dared to i^ejoice openly over a 
victory won by manoeuvres which all '‘he most refined 
traditions of her sex forbade her to practise ? 

‘ That h not a fair thing to* f>ay, ospecia-lly to me, 
Miss Barley,’ I answered reproachfully. ‘I simply 
'meant to suggest thit you recognised his great merit 
from the first' (I remember your request for his 
signed ph^^i-ograph before you knew him .), and that 
now you Kkve done ail that)a woman can to signify 
j?our respect’and admiratio?i for him ! ’ 

‘ Respect and admiration^ Mrr. Strood ! Fiddle- 
sticks! I love him with all’ my he^t, and am not 
ashamed to''say'so! 1 know exactly what you’re 
thinking and that you ’re^afraid^to say it. And^ I 
don’t bear you the slightest grudge. V/hen a woman 
is perfectly natural, people make a point of depriving* 
her of at character I But here we are at the library. 
Good-bye ! Have a nice rest at the seaside, come 
bgtk, if you can, with more energetip views of civic 
duty, and don’t tell your wi/e anything to place me 
in the light of a virago ! ’ ^ 

With that she left me, overco^me with regret thaf 
-c one so full of^'phy^'cal charm should be so destftute 
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of ^ose soft l;nd tei^dejr graces which we associate 
with all that we most j^bverence in woman. 

Charis l^arley had captured Rivers as she intended, 
but could I believe her capable of making him happy 
after his passi(5n had outgrown ^tlie rapture of his 
first enthtisiasm ? ^ 

I thought regrctfitlly of Jris future prospects and 
those of tlie League as I ^^^alked home to breakith^ 
news Jto my wife 



CHAPTER XXX 

In E/igland tliere Is n perfei:t eqi^ality of tojcrant 
contempt so long as it remains unexpressed! The 
ideals of one pro{^3ssion, and often of onr class, may 
be the derision df all the othcfs. The illogical tur- 
, moil of opinion"thus jxoduced afforVls fertile so^U for 
the cultivation of the party spirit. Of this Miss Darley 
and Lawrence Rivers were striking "examples. The 
former’s contempt Ftl what she impudently called 
^ politics ‘for pew-openers,’ and the latter’s disdain of 
all human activities undriven by the highest intelli- 
gence, were each in its way typical of the disrespect 
. which one scctidn of Ijhe community may hold 
all the others. Hitherto the League had prospered 
and established bra^iches all'pver the kiiigdom because 
dangerous definitions had be'6n avdrJcd. The tough 
blunt-edged 'spirit of our race enables*^ us to remain 
blind to what we do'n’t want to Civic ideals>are 

held by all earnest people however standards may 
differ. Our Ldkgue had prospered and attracted 
liberal subscriptions from ^unconscious holders of 
cpnflicting views, because our scheme was as gener- 
ous as vague. Principles withoirt definition had 
roughly represented our policy. It had been rather 
a hothouse for cultivating the civic virtua;^ ^generally 
than for forcing any brand cf them im particularv 
Xfiere had sprung* up among us, however, in Sonse- 
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^L^nce of thc|allege<^si>ccess of continental methods, 
in energetic %roup o]^ members bent on encourag- 
ing the martial spirit, no matter a^ what sacrifice. 
rhank'% chiefly to the moderate view^s which 1 bad 
succeeded in tnstilling into tli\*ej*s^ they had been 
permitted to adva^ice no further* than Dr. Barker and 
his friends were prepared follow. Now, hgwever, 
all that t had been^ ab4i to do to moderator th« 
pace^of the League ufis thre^itencd with imtfiediate 
destruction, to satisfy the passing whim 6f an ambi- 
tious youn^ woman, ?^ho, becauso she had won the 
heart, h.jid also caught the ear of cTiir leader, a poet 
by temperamerft and jn orgc,.*niscr by accident. 

It had become, therefore, my plain duty to warn 
Rivers beToic it was* too late. On my vJay home, 
therefore, I stopped at tJie cinb, and wrote him a 
warning^letter, pointing out the dangers td which (if 
Miss Barley’s account of his projected policy were 
acem^te) !ie was exposing the *fortut,^s of the 
association. ^ , 

Having thus relieved my mind, I went home and 
told my wile of my \<sit to ^j)r. Scaber and its 
results. ^ So^hui, ^howeVer, who I n^ust ^ay has her 
faults, attiibiked my brain-fag to aw ihdiscriminat- 
ing use of tobaccA And stimularrts. The advocate of 
total abstinence from tobacco and alcohol for the 
v^orking classes, she desired to Ary the effect of 
sirfiilar* austerity on her husband. She had urged 
the s&me course otlife on her late husband ; indce;d, 
I had heard,, suggest that his neglect of heV 
advice was* one of t*lie main causes of his death. 
On ihis :?tjibject I am not in €l position to offer an 
opinion. ^ 

Tlie professor, howeyq*, had n^t only failed to 
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accept this advice, he had 'alijW refus^^d to see a 
, doctor until it was too late, consequently my pre- 
cautionary measure made my position stronger than 
his. 

Moreover, Sophia had met Dr. Scaber (he was 
present at our wedding), and had been impressed by 
a specialist whose name uAd appeared with those of 
oihet ' eminent men under a bulletin published to 
reasslire public anxiety conctrning^ the health of 
the head of a great dural house, popularly beheved 
to be suffering frOm kleptomania. Shc» therefore 
decided that I miist follow Sealer’s advice, 'In spite 
of her personal disapproval of'it. Its absurdity^ as 
I pointed out to her, struck me too ; still, in such 
cases, I argued, a wi.se man defers to the opinion of 
<his physician until exjX'rirricnt proves it valueless. 
It seemed cruel, I continued, to separate us at a 
moment when, morally speaking, I most i\eeded Jier 
sympathy ; 'but even for condemning me to solrtude, 
Ccaber had, ^ presumed, soiye reason which the lay- 
man could not recognise. . 

On the following morning, the^refore, after an 
affectionate fare^'^ell, I left London, ’and iniitead of 

f 

going to the Bath -Cure Establishment, whither 
Scaber had directed me, 1 took i^p igy quarters 
the Bedford Hotel, fully persuaded that its pleasanter 
situation and soIkI British comfort more than com- 

f ^ 

pensated for the hydropathic conveniences offered 
amid less congenial surroundings. Here I s'^pent 
several contemplative day.^ij watchmg "far-off sails 
steal ghostlike aerp'^s the dim verge^of the wintiV 
horizon, or in agreeable converse with Mf^s*^ Flora 
Eldon, the eminent and charming comedienne, ^then « 
recuperating at the Metropo^e with her mother, Mrs. 



MR. JOHN STROOD 


^9 


IViNacvittie, wiiose R'ie Kusband had been my father’s 
old friend. ^ 

^ For sQFveral years I had not been*out of ‘harness.’ 

, r now* disco veiled how much the coUarJiad ruljbcd 

• * • / • • • 

me. ^ \ ^ 

I taef decided *it would serve* Rivers ri^ht (he had 
not replied to my lctter)'1:6 let bini find out, how ill 
he could alford to dp without my assistance.-- 
VVadtson^I received, hbwever^ some disquietiifg ‘infor- 
mation. ‘ Dr. Barker had Jjecn snubbe'd ’; the pro- 
tests of the ' pew-opener part// as Miss Darley 
called fhem, treated* with indifference. 

,^Iiss Darle,>% I Itfarncd,’ came ^almost daily tp 
Victoria ^Street, app.arently ‘ making hay ’ with the 
interests of the League. For the conseliucnccs of 
Rivers’s vehement accc^:)tar.C<! ^of the doctrine that 
the citizen’s first debt to the State is to*fight for it, 
an(J to in^^ist, as a right, on being efficiently taught 
how* I was consequently fully * prep^^^ed ; but I 
purposely absented myself from tliat, sinister but 
historic mcetin^g wh^n, if the figure [)e permitted me, 
he flung tlic^ L^eague,^t the f*et of thy group of 
eminer^t sqjdi(!rs then endeavouring drag their 
fellow-countrymen into^ the . react i»*)*nafy net of 
rttilitarism by t!ii^eatening them with the point of 
^the German bayonet. 

^ Thys, owing to the interventioTi of a ras^i young 
woman, and tlje amatory wdakness^ of a man of 
genius, a scv:iety«founde^ for the encouragement of 
civic duty in ■•the ^ibs%*act wai/ converted into an 
engine of pre^paganda foF' the*fidvancemcnt of the 
oT^ no doubt patripHc, but tertainly a re- 
actipnaryV military* clique. Sweetness and light' 
were to be abandoned Ar the sv^ord and the spear, 
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the rifle club, the parade gjr&ur/d, and|the.barr ifck 
square. What was the resuH :*' I reg/et to say I 
had only too cibarly foreseen it. The Nonconfor- 
mist members^ of tlie League, under the leadership^ 
of Dr. Barker, in a body, unable, as they said, 
to support an as:>ociation which ?imed at co/npel- 
ling the State to irrflict oil an intelligent people the 
e<yilsve>w rapidly undermining manhood and destroy- 
ing initiative in France and Germany. 

Why, it will be ksked, did J remain in my 
Brighton Capua vi^hilst these changes were taking 
place at Westminster 

My answer is a simple one. ’ ' 

Rivers had treated my appeal with silent disdain, 
and I did'" not wish to expose myself to a second 
rebuff. ' 

Meanwhile, however, rest and sea-air had restored 
my healthy and I returned to town to find that the 
League (or what remained of it) had become, in 
ov'crything but name, a b^nneh of the League of 
Imperial Patriots. 

1 returned to London by a^morning train. Sophia 
and I had just Snished lunch, and wcoe deploying 
together the prbbable effects of the reckless spirit 
Vhich had transformed the character ef the League, 
when the servant entered the dining-room and said 
that Miss Darlcy was in the drawing-room arjd 
desired to see me. 

.We exchanged glances. Was it a message of 
peace or war? Sophia's .pper lip stiffened. 'I 
think,’ said she, ‘ 1 he d bchter see her ?lone.^ 

But this terrified met Sophia was in rio cbhdiia, 
‘tory mood. Moreover, she had cause fSr offence. 
Her husband had* been t:eated as a person of 
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snVall importance! \.T^ underrate me was to 'lower 
her own posAion. F^r^the slight put upon me *she 
h^ld Charis Darley responsible. ♦ 
j Butlihere wa? nothing to be obtained jDy an open 
conflict now tfiat Miss Barley’s^ Jplendid prize was 
captilre^. Som« day Rivers' would discover his 
mistake in allowing her tcftirive^me fronj his coun- 
sels. For this anticyDat^d triumph we coul(i^ffoid 
to vAiait. ^ \ ^ * • * 

As^ quickly, therefore, as J oould, and with more 
vivacity tlian I was accustomed 'K) use in arguments 
with Scfphia, I pointed out the necessity of maintain- 
ing^ the peace.,"* # • ^ 

‘ My d^ar,’ I protected, ‘ let us not forget what wc 
owe Miss Darley, and in return pardon hhr impetu- 
osity. She is still so indxpe-ti^nced.’ 

‘ Inexperienced, John ! ’ exclaimed piy w>ife angrily ; 
‘ shp 's'as r;lever as a monkey. I know how to behave 
myself in my own drawing-room, *so yojf needn’t be 
afraid that I shall make^ you look* ridiculous in J;hQ 
eyes of the ^yohng jv^oman you once pretended to 
admire. Comealong^* 1 

The^, noj without apprehensiot^s, I ,fc^lowed her 
into the dmtving-room, where oyr v\sit<jY w*as standing 
by the window.* •Sophia’s greeting was somewhat 
^cold, but I endeavoured to atone for it by the 
warmth of my own, whilst Miss Darley watched us 
both with the fm’ntest glitter ifi her eves. '* 

‘ Quite pl^asant^ to be t^ack in town,^ I began. ‘ It ’s 
kind of you»to«come ov|er to telbus all the news.’ ’ 

* ‘ Yes, there are tilings you Jpoth ought to know,’ 
she*replT<M. ' % ’ * 

bjere S^ophia stepped 'resolutely in. ^ ^ 

‘ The League has bpf n dangerously active sjnee 
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John took his much-needed holj/ay. No doubt 
wifi be relfeved to replace it^^gffairs under bis quiet 
and discreet guidance ! * • ^ 

T[he challenge was given ! It’ was prbmpfly^ 
accepted. The ^w^i'ite*plume in Miss Darle 3 ^'s hat 
vibrated as she replied : ^ > 

‘Our pqlicy is (;liangt‘d. The^ League has had 
e^aougb lethargy. Mr. Strcjod ^nows my views.’ 

‘ Yes^’ I put in, with .gentle •nrmnfss ; ‘and w^hilst 
I admire thbir courage, J fear their result.’ * 

‘ Well, that s wliat I Ve come over ».bout, Mr. 
Strood.’ * ' * 

. ‘Did Mr. Rivers send you?’ aske?.! Mrs. Strpod 
grimly. . ^ ^ 

‘ He didn’t send me, but he 'knows I ’ve come — 
come as a diplomatis^.’i • 

‘ ExactljV t gbservcd blandly. 

Miss Darley looked at me, but with a^ cotnef of 
her danciiij> eye* on Sophia watching with d set 
Jace, , • * 

‘ Is diplomacy necessary?’ sh^e asked. 

‘ About as much a^s we can‘-pool between us,’ Miss 
Darley replied. " c ^ ^ 

I saw rhy ‘.wife’s Ji^-ndsome nose i imperceptibly 
wwrinkle and heard thfe gust of an' an^ry sniff. ]V?y 
nervousness increased. 

‘ Then you havt something unpleasant to sa^, 
Miss Darley?’ I said? 

[I don’t thintv you ought mind it,’ sl^e answered, 

‘ b\it some one ought to ^say it. iLikc Jack the 
Lizard in A/icc in Wq7ide.4and I ’m put on to do aft 
the nasty work-.’ ^ ^ 

/ ‘ I never rejd Alice in Wonderland/ said Sojjhia, 
in ct voice that seemed unu^i^illy bass. 
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• • 

^ But Mr. Stroo(\hai, I ’m sure. He 'll und&rstand, 
and perha|)fc help over the tiresome'places.’* 

^ Miss*Darley gave me a smile of jFcassurancc. 

M;f wife, \tho naturally was disinclined to cn- 
cour&ge siiclf tactics, frownecl. ^ ' 

‘^ou know Ijow much Lav^repce dislikes saying 
unpleasant things, csp«t«ially^ to his friends/ Miss 
Darley continued. ^ ^ * 

I had not nj3ticed*it, but^lct it pass. • • * ^ 

‘ Well, you are one of hjs rudest, consequently he 
has the^c^reatest cfaims on yc^.ir indulgence. We 

have fcecn thinking ’ * 

Who are*“we’'>’ inte;»rupted •Sophia, in a stHl 
deeper voice. i 

‘ Lawrence*and f, of course,’ returned Miss Darley 
weelly. ‘ Well, we haa/e thinking that it would 
not be fair to ask you to contfnuetp aebas secretary 
nyw tha| you are so strongly opposed to our policy.’ 
^Your policy, you mean,’ muti’cred rrfy wife. 

But Miss Darlev, deciding* not to hear^ the 
remark, rcsurfied sweetly as ever : 

‘No doubt your ftioderatq views are excellent 
\^cic thc^'c ’5 nothing particular to^ be done, Mr. 
Strood, Jb^t the League in [utur» inteVids to be a^ 
whip for an^nfic^ patriotism, riot an elegant debatipg 
society for the discussion of the abstract virtues.’ 

‘ ^nd what do you want me do ? ’ I asked. 

‘ Resign at^once, John, o^ course,’ said* my wife. 

‘ That ’s \^at tkey wagt 1 ’ 

‘ Under, tl#e circurfistances* I think perhaps it 
would be well if I were '^elie\jed of my duties. Still, 
Ifawr^iTce and I have be«n associated for many 
yjars af?d this sucklen* rupture is painful to me.’ ^ 

‘ But there need no rupfure, Mr. Stropd — i 
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mean in your friendship. Ir? ajfiy case Lawren/e 
canine trustSd to do what is rj^*ht.' 

‘ I know I caK rely on his generosity/ I •replied^ 
conscious oC a smothered sound frdm Sophfe, oh 
whose face I feaVec?^o fook. 

t , 

Her voice brokei* the long silence which followed 
my digmfiecj acquiescence. ‘ 

il say, Miss Darley,tyou,think that my hus- 
.bind >siDcing treated with as’mucK consideration 
as any salailed pcrs<jn ^an expect, and I should 
have no reason to c©mplain if 1 did not know him 
to be the victim of sentiments very far removed 
frpm the politics of the iLeaguel ' 

Whilst my heart beat with ihorrible fe^rs Miss 
Darley lool^ed surprised. 

‘ I haven’t the faintbat idea what you mean/ shv. 
answered. Mi% Strood resigns because he dis- 
approves of the work which the League ^prefpo^es 
to carry out!* So far as I can see there is no sehti- 
tUenX in the matter/ 

‘ I see wliat my wife means, (Please be quiet, 
dear !)/ I said desperately, befoic she could speak. 

‘Then tell .Miss Darley so 'to her* face ! L cri^d 
, Sophia. ‘ II ’sTimie sqme one let her knovV ihe truth, 
mstead of feeding her 6n flatte.ry ! ’ ' ' , ‘ ^ 

‘Why! what is the truth?’ asked Miss Darley, 
astonished but unexcited. 

‘The truth is that >ou are getting my husband 
turned out of his place because he ^^refeo-ed me’ to 
you'l ’ 

Something seemed tp cr^ck within me and to falT 
in a shower of acrid <iust. Through the coitfilsioii I 
lysard a voice I scarcely recognised^as myownfexclayn- 
Ing :/ Don’t listen td iier ! Sifiphia doesn’t mean it I ’ 
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iMiss JDarley, witlVac^rnirable calm, faced theVstorm. 
Either she \las touch^c^by my appeal oi^ had a pro-^ 
f^und Acquaintance with Mrs. Sfrood’s peculiar 
tempeV Her^ answer was as fiil^of digaity as it, was 
magnanimous and forgiving. » * 

‘ If what you %ay were true, ft would be very un- 
generous of you, to say *11 of ^ woman, wl join you 
once regarded as a » 

Her ^unrcseytful ^ilignit}; staggered mi^ by its 
splendour and dc^^rived Soj)hi*i of powc?r of speech. 

In a pAinful silence Chan's LVirlcy made for the 
door \tithout losii^g a shadow' of her faultless 
sgiitmity. Sh£ was Ifalf out" of the*" room before iT\y 
wife looked her reply : ‘ I ’m glad you have the grace 
to admit it ! ’ ^ * > 

Hush, Sophia ! ’ I ontrciatet^l. Then 1 followed 
Miss Darlcy downstairs with a stre^^m o^ incoherent 
applo^ie% In the hall she stopped to hear them. 

understand, Mr. Strood,’ she said that’s why 
1 said what I did. I vv^anted to pacify^ her.’ 

‘ It was ^Tii%nifijciit of you!’ 1 said. ‘There’s 
not another \^oman In Lond^on who would have 
dcMiQ it. ^ slfall nev^r forget it ! 

I opene(5 the street door. , We^ step{)ed out on 
file pavem^c^it 1.(?gethi-‘r. Thb carriage was waiting* 
Pale vapoious lights were shining over the square; 
colu^pns of half-luminous mist'5> gathering in the 
west were prcq^aring to receive the setting 5un. The 
sk^ was fujl of s«)lemn majesty. 

‘ I nev^cr^ I^'epeatcd/ ‘ never knew a woman cauld 
*be so generous. Eorgi*-^ hgr if you can, and for 
hefeveri'?*sake don’t tell Lav'*rence 1 ’ • 

iYou^can trust tne^’* she answered. ‘Poor thing, 
she’s suffering from.jn illusi®i*f not uncommpn to 
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my ulihappy sex ! I 'm sovry-ifor her. But 
woVd of advice, Mr. Strood. Don’t let her — pardon 
me for putting >t bluntly ! — but don’t let her make^a 
fool of herself again ! ’ ' ^ ^ 

With this '^jhe sPepped into the carnage. 

‘ I ’ll try,’ I said. 'What else could I say ? 

Then she drove away. 

My wife received me with anything but a repentant 
fece. . ‘'^At last that young womatr knows what I 
think of hep! ’ she exclaimed. 

But the time had come for me to assert myself. 
I did it with as mlich resolution’ as I could summon, 
but with misgivhigs as to the effect. 

‘Sophia,’ I said severely, ‘a.s my wife vou have 
every claim on my indulgence, protection, and 
respect; but in insul'iing Miss Darley in your c 
*house, it is my duty to tell you that you have com- 
mitted a breach of decorum which I cannot easily 
forget ! ’ 

For the moment she was taken aback, but 
promptly recovering, letortbd with spirit which 
won my reluctant admiratiorP: 

‘ Don’t talk nonsense to me 'oecausd you ’re afraid 
of her, John 1" You know as well as I do uthat what 
told her was perfectly true 1 When you married 
me, either you were in love with Charis Darley (and 
pretended you were not), or else she was in love with 
you, as ^ou have led me to believe. In either case 
you have behaved abominably! »Now they have 
made you resign, there ’s no hing to be got out of 
toadying Mr. Rivers andJ^'^s lady-loves 1 ’ * 

‘ Sophia,’ I replied, ‘ this discussion is both pmn- 
ful and hopeless ; so, if you 'please, we will make 
•it brief. The seiitimcnts you express ill become 
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a .'voman of your v^xperience. Still, there ts oue 
reason Vor (overlooking them. They \^:"ere uttered 
out of affection for me ! I will now leave you to 
reflect 'over what I have said. When we meet at 
dinnel, I trust we shall both t>e 'better able to make 
greater 'allowances for the other ! ^ 

Wich that I left the i^^om, pursued, I regret to 
say, by ^ngry prot(^sts. 

.At dinner that evening we scarcely spoke. . Sophiu., 
I suspected, after thinking the matter out, discovered 
some of t^e flaws in 'ner aggressi'-e attitude to which 
I had drawn her attention, al .hough, of course, I was 
far too generous to expect her to admit that she 
ha^ made a fool of herself — a fact to which all 
sound argument pointed ! 

•*^^"ortunately the evening brought us a surprise in 
the shape of a card from ]\riss i^cigli req*’esting our 
presence ‘on the occasion of her niece's marriage to 
Mr.* Lawrence Rivers.’ By the same post there 
came a charming letter from La’wrencc. Modesty 
forbids that I should nere repeat the kind things 
he said, although I read them to Sophia with some 
pride. ^ 

How cobld I bear rancour against such a man ? 
With practically die whole of polite society to choose 
from, he assured me that it was only the f^act that I 
myself was married that prevented him from beg- 
ging me to be his ‘ best man,’ and that he hoped I 
would nevertheless afford him all the support in my 
power ! I wa« touched^ and flattered by a message 
'which plainly said, Reme^^nber, John, that after all I 
arr }''Our friend ! ’ 

TJndei these generous Overtures Sophia also ur.' 
stiffened. _ ' 
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Jn the genial moment following reconciliatioi'^ I 
confided in ber a secret which hitherto d’scredon had 
‘withheld. 

I told her of iny ambition — how I had begun to 
writfe a life of 'La^vicnce Rivers, and of the valu- 
able material already collected. Commerci illy, 
I assured her, suc\tl a wot'k would *^some day be of 
extreme‘' vafue.’ 

• ‘RefU'^mber Roswell!’ said/l, ‘and Boswell’s 
* fame ! ’ ^ 

In spite of her respect for liicrature Sqphia had 
not read Macaulay’s unjust attack on the prince of 
biographers, who^e methods i have foil 3wed so far as 
the altered conditions of our time and my greater 
integrity of purpose permit. ^ ' 

Of my literary sch;:ime my wife expressed 
modified approval. She' now knew, she said, that I 
did something else besides read nasty French novels 
when I shut myself up in the study! Such a work 
as mine, she inorev^veL believed, would be useful to 
fne world, sinde it would shokv how Ihtle men sup- 
posed to be great differed from those known to be 
small. 

‘ When wom'V'n come in you arc all the sAme, John,’ 
she added. ‘Mr. Rivers and his ’ady^loves wiR 
interest the next generation quite as much as the 
quarrel over Carlyle^whose books I could never read) 
interested ours.’ 

‘It’s my intention to tell the truih at all risks, 
Sophia,’ I replied. ^ J 

‘ Then I wouldn’t give much Rr the character of 
the two women who Ve been fighting foi tl^e man ! ’ 
sjiid my wife. 

. Thus a most unfortunate misunderstanding was 
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followed iJy a pleasingVeconciliation. To ratl'fy ife I 
to^ SoThia^to the^hfatie and afterwards to sup at 
a fashior^able restauran? , 

•For«ithe ma» wh5 seeks a remedy for Movers’ 
quarrels’ (if 5 may apply a •phfase •so^light to* the 
regr?tteT dissensions with my wife)fthe healing pro- 
cesses are always at hand^^ Thus a day of unkindly 
confusioTi ended fn ‘an evening of domestic p'eace. ^ 



, CHAPTER XXXI 

Lawre::ce Rivers was married in March, and 
the world gushed about it. I have every reason 
to believe that he considered 'his second and 
mature crop of rapture a satisfactory harvcoh: ; but 
I had seen Diana Leigliton’s '^pell \Vorking in his 
undergraduate days and wondered at it, but now, 
although readmitted to his favour, 1 was denied 
opportunities for obsGrvatiqn. It may be that 
avoided speaking to me. of his marriage to sjlare my 
feelings. There was, moreover, another reason for 
his reticence The‘bride's will had to be consid^fed, 
as \Yell as the peculiar temper of my own dear wife. 
The unlucky outbreak of temper on* Sophia’s part 
had created a coolness between the two ladies which 
discouraged ^ny ^candid exchange of views. ^Of 
course we we/e ^present at the weddif.g (Sophia 
Ipoked imposing in da/k green veU'e^t), but the bride 
spread about her for our benefit an atmosphere of 
amiable derision which neither of us could breathe 
with cortifort. 

‘When the new bride comes*' in. at the door;’ I 
murmured to Sophia, ‘ the ol 1 friends ^fly, out at the 
window.’ My wife approved of the phrase, which she 
described as ‘ wTty and^originah’ ‘ I ’ve nc‘pat*e.ice 
with the youngs woman,’ said she, ‘ with her airs r^nd 
graces. You would think to look at her that no one 
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waj evej married bc/orS.. She had the impertinence 

just now, Join, to cosrfjjiment me on your middle- 
class discretion.” ' ^ ' 

^ ‘Yo8* should^have told he^r, liwy c^cat;,' I replied, 

* that ft was tha stuff on which tke* British Empire 
has t),een built U[^’ * * 

But if the brides* disres^ctfuA irony psovgked an 
attitude of impartial cri^ickm in us, it called for^h 
adnxrat^n in gthers.* ‘ Briljiancy ’ was the1r*worS 
for it. Already I^drgaded Jest*she'*^vourd be known 
as ‘ the brilliant Mrs. Rivers.' Poor Lawrence, who 
loathed^ phrases ! Nothjng would*^ cause me greater 
ann'';^ance th^n to hear Mts. Strood described as 
‘b^rilliant^ for which, i am thankful to say, her levity 
has given no excuse.* ' % 

' I^owevcr, Sophia and I,as^sfie remarked modestly 
at the time, were only ‘ two* old-fas^^ioned ciphers' 
whc^dMn'tk count. We couldn't, she said, expect our 
ft'ien'Qs to marry to plpase us. There^^vas society 
to be considered. ^ ® . 

From this ^po'lnt oj, view we both agreed that the 
marriage seeijicd a contpletc success. In the wider 
worjd wher(j. RiVers's ffiture was being ^vatched with 
increased cn\erest, grq,atej; things begun to be ex- 
pected. If k^s iffaha^ement oLthe League had lost 
Ijim the confidence of the classes ^hom my ‘ middle- 
class discretion ’ was supposed td represent, had 
niade him popular in^ circles which ^ may 'wifhout 
disldyalty df'serib* as ‘ C^urt.' ‘ Lawrence,’ I heafd 
Miss Darley® s?y just Ifefore heV marriage, *is 
anstocrat, and the world expects him to act as 
one V ^ 

Now I was a sound L^iberal ! That;, was why she’ 
always feared my inhueu?ie. ^ ^ ^ 
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Lawrence was married', ai]d disappeared frjprr 
my sight, tPiough not from njy thought? for six lon^ 
months. Before they returned, Japan had st.en thcip 
thet Far Eas.^, s^nd t\ie fragrant wonddrs of thcAropics 
It was reporte^i {In an evening p^per thaY Mrs, 
Rivers was busy on a book entitlefl Paradox in the 
Pacificyt^ rumour fon*whic(^f I am thankful to say there 
Was no foundation. ^ ^ 

When at last the, wandd’rcrs Returned lT(Ome, 
although mkny hiings h??d hapoened, my determina- 
tion to write Riveft's’s biography had only become 
stronger. I had already reached what the dritic of 
the future will probably calb'Hhe eVid of the first 
period’ in both our lives. It now only ^remained 
ibr me to^consider the changes which the insidious 
influence of marria^S, that spares no natures, 
inflicted o^ti L<?-wrence’s. Would the amazon tame 
the hero or the hero subdue the amazon No plan 
knows better than’ myself that wedlock is a conflict 
of 'vvills. What, in the Rivers inhcuge^ would be the 
resultant of these forces? Tl^at Was the problem 
to which I was proposing W devote all my powers 
of penetration w^en it was my misfortune to c^use 
him unjustifi^l*e offence.^ By some strange obli- 
quity of vision one 'man never qtfite knows what 
another will take as a compliment. I had wished to 
do honour to Lav^rence whilst he was on his wed- 
ding tour«~-to prepare the public for his return, but it 
secerns that I only succeedexi in irritating his wife. 

’’This is how the ihin^occjrred. * 

Some time before Rivers married I was inform^id 
that Bilge and Co., the famous popular ^yublisiiers, 
’intended to fssue a work under^the title ol-Y'iuth- 
ful Promise in ^Eminefit I^^ivihg Men^ and I had 
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• 

‘ ajjproa^hed thcm,*as*the phrase is, with thc^vjew 
of collabor^^in^. The# editor, Firkin tr/aham, in 
r^jDly hafi invited to contribute.'^ My long and 
Jionoumble association with J^a\^ren^c ;Rivers nvust, 
he sg.i5,Jiave acquainted me with fa^ls in my friend’s 
career which it ihould be both my jmivilege and 
duty to ^ive to tha world. **He fiwther suggested that 
the time was now igpc ^^or* a sympathetic •accouTit 
of the p^rt Rivers had played in the Finck agitation. 

This story, of c^mr^e, I had ^nrireSHy written in my 
biograph}^, and it only remain ecT^for me to obtain 
Rivers’? permission to^thus honour his juvenile 
ene^-gy. Iletwas, however, ploughing the seas 
s^mewhe^e between ♦Japan and California. I de- 
cided, therefore, that it was unnecessary^ to obtairf 
iiio' 'Sanction, since I coukl npt ^lelp feeling that his 
reputation was safer in my hands than m his own. 
Bef(ire*fin%lly accc})ting this honourable and lucra- 
five ^commission, howevger, I consuUcd S^^phia. Did 
she think I was just^fi^d in adding a,n interesthig 
and importa^jt t:iiapier to the history of our time? 
Sir Louis Fiqck^had bc*en dead for several years, so 
these w^re j;io ri^ks libelling ninf ; riporpover, the 
conduct oft Rawrcnce Rivers throug1l(^ut (but for a 
fetv innocent^ m^iSiRsta^ions of eccentricity) had» 
Ijeen greatly to his credit. Should I or should I 
not write it ? 

*‘What do Biige a^id Co. dffer?«’ *Sophia, 

alwa*ys a woman cff business. 

I mentioned ilie a^ioifnt. 

^ Then write it at once ! ’ ^h^ exclaimed. ' I had 
no ido^ gft^sip could be so costly.’ ♦ 

* Tkis is how thar\dm?lrkable contribution entitled* 
‘ An Illustrious UnSer^Taduate and an Ungrateful 
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University ^ appeared in Bilge s excellent publication, 
which had k well-merited s^ctess with . the public, 
although unfaiily reviewed by the press and guyed 
in would-be cpmi<] paper as ^ The Love-Af^irs of] 
Mighty Men.’ , ^ 

For some reasoi*i or other Rivers was displeased. 
He cabl^ed.to me frofn Sa^’ Francisco (where he saw 
a ‘sensat^’onal account of the article in an American 
papef)/‘ Next time you are bent on making me ^ook 
a fool, kindly ask'leafve.’ . 

I was not, therefore, quite unpropared^to find a 
certain coldness in his manner towards me after his 
ireturn. ' * ^ 

But although Rivers did not invite me to Beci^- 
Stone, and<I was in consequence debarred the satis- 
^ faction of studying as ^a husband a man whoH?^ I 
had observed as a lovc'*, he nevertheless saw me at 
his club, where I will say that, in sp’te "of^ his 
unreasonable annoyance, he treated me with ^ the 
. coRsideratiort due to our long acquaintance. For 
my literary attainments he had t^he ut^most contempt. 
Men who have succeeded in verse not infrequently 
despise thos^jiwho pfease the j opular taste in prose. 
For this, therefore, I ,could easily forgive diim. But 
ylthough he had every right (las a'shperfine critic) \o 
object to my style., he had no excuse for regarding 
what was written' in a most flattering not to say 
fulsome Yein piece of offensive vulgarity, ex- 

cisable only on the grounds that \\ was Well- 
ihtentioned. , 

Naturally I protesfed^rf' ^ 

‘I regret exceedingly,’ I said, ‘that y6'u dislike 
iTiy essay. is personal, ho ck>tibt. It liad t(iv be. 
It biographical.*' * '' 
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Biograj^hical indcecU Why,' it’s bad ^enoug^i to 
make a mc|iest man^felush in the darl*!. How do 
y;ou thihk it pleases my wife to ^read of me in 
a bea^ly book devoted to.thJ v^yii^ics of lucky 
grogers^ and successful membcrs*o4 Parliament as a 
love-sick undergraduate with “ai? eye like a hawk” 
and “a gort like J^Ij.rs,” aifd all ithe rest of it.?’ 

Ah! How did iUple%se4iis wife ? 

T«^at^was tlic question k The anger was not 
Lawrence’s, the (/fei^ed vanit^” w^ nof Lawrence’s, 
it was ali*the reflection of the lacf^’s rage. 

But ^t was not for ipe to tell him this. When 
on<^"'^ a man^has nfarried a woman she becomes 
i^cred t 4 ) his ^friends. Not only must the virtue 
of Caesar’s wife be above suspicion, he4* tricks ol 
teu'^per and little mcanijessas ijust also be raised to 
the same pinnacle of flatterilig securky. ** 

Igisfeac^^ therefore, of saying ‘ I forgive you for 
being annoyed by my.article, J3ecause^/ know your 
annoyance is only the^ pale reflex o£ your wife’s,’ 
I tried to ar 4 ^u?; it c^it on philosophic lines. 

I was wi;itiyg hist?)ry, I said, not * concealing 
tru^h. •The public^h^^id a riglif tc^ kn.:)W^how great 
minds developed. The Jiistorian, ^viio in this re- 
sf)ect acts *^s a ^npro transmitter, has a duty t^ 
perform. Accuracy must never sacrificed. 

But Rivers refused to hear me. 

* * p ^ 

‘My good feilow, tyou maefe m® k^ok fike a fool 

in a*damiied vulg&r boc^. because Bilge offered yjou 
a big surr^ far fehe wjetclled performance. They told 
me sol You insist truth •*m us t/i’t be “ sacrificed,” 
so thtj'e rt;*is for you 1 ’ ♦ * 

‘What did Mrs.Klvdrs say* about it^ ’ I asked. 

‘Sa)|I’ he replied, ‘ tiJat you Caught to be kicked! 
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Woulci you like to hear what M;s. Leighton, things 
too>’' '■ ^ ^ 

I was not prepared for this, but said ‘ YesM’ 

Tjhen he took a letter from his pocket ar^d read 
as follows: (if course John Strood’s ridiculous 
article is in the worst possible taste and style. 
Fortunately your position is too fjrmly established 
to^ be damaged by it. I Vc^reac] greater absurdities 
ahout^ Prime Ministers ! Still, 1 thpnk yop might 
forgive him' thi. '^time on the uiMerstanding that 
the offence is not repeated. Probably the poor 
fellow imagined you would be battered. Hi's refer- 
ence to “ the fair womaii wlio at this^ time exerted 
so profound an influence on your character” is to^' 
ghastly for words ! ’ 

‘ There ! ’ said Rivefs, closing the letter, ‘ now ifou 
know what your friends 5:hink of your performance 1 ' 
What could I say? Hiana Lei ghtofi’s • letter 
simply shovfed thkt the unhappy woman was'^still 
infatuated, and that s^ie was c 3nscquently a witness 
whose evidence carried no wej^ght h T could not 
tell him this. But here the matter, so far as Rivers 
was concerned, e’^deCI. ' ^ 

I had, hbwe^'me, a short interview with Mrs. Riven 
pf a still more unpleasant, rharacLcr. J gathered 
from it that she placed me reluctantly in the rank^ 
of impudent and presumptuous impostors. I hearc 
her subFn^\ssivl:ly, as becomes^^a gamtleman whose 
antagonist is a lady of 1, igh spirit qnd shrewc 
toilgue witli whom h is impdssible to bandy words. 

But what did she n^eair by ‘ presumptuous’? Die 
she sug*gest that I claimed a right to publish what 
ever I chose about hei^ ifiusband because I waa hii 
' friend as well as her rejectcfljover ? 
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• » * 

Unless this was he? meaningly I can trace* fton^ in 
heV attack^^ But remembering that aft a^ngry woYnan^ 
yf]\\ say anything, I dismissed these pain ftjl thoughts 
trom Iny mind? i ^ 

Aiid^ now have reached* thq p(5inC in my story 
on which I looJ< back with ar heart full of unshed 
tearL • \ 


Against the m^chinaticyi^ of a woman^*man Jias 
no*safe shield.* • • . ♦ 

l*wifl endeavour ^to descrit^e wrong done me 
as briefly, calmly, and impar^^i^lly as my wounded 


feelings permit. 


I must s^’ I w^s *suri?riscd a> the persistency 
with wjiich Mrs. V.ivcrs sought my wife's society 
when, at the* jDC^ftining of May, they came up lo 
st^y in Eatdki Square^ whe.^e Lawrence had taken 
a house for the season. J Sbphia^ wlv) could not 
afford carriage, was constantly offered the con- 
vcfihence of her friend's ! Wh^n I /iskcd Sophia 
what the intimacy ^leant, sHe ifimply told me that 
Charis was a*deh\i^hlfi?l woman whorn we had mucli 
misjudged ! • 


^ ‘ I^always told y(^A so,' I replie^. 

‘ Of g^wrsc she didn’t like hgr^Siusband being 
made a f^ol in that^thiiig you wrote about hinj,’ 
Sophia resumed, •but we couldn’t expect that, and 
you were well paid for it as I tl>ld her ! ’ 

This remar^ struck me ^s somc^haJ| artless, but 
I •had implicit f^^ith ir^Sophia, an*d Suspected nothing 
behind these tactics ^ut the renewal of a friendship 
interrupted by aft outbreak of temper on my wife's 

*; * i • 

^ now*ill-matc\ed isp rrfap s credulity with woman's 

cunjiing ! 
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Yet'Pwas warned ^ My stepmother warned me. 

‘You don’t expect me to beheve two women 
nate one another as they do can be as thick 
thieves for nothing ! ' she said bfuntly. 

Blit I remained blind ard unsuspicious whilst 
Sophia’s mind w'as' being seduced, seeing only' in 
this false friendship a reason for aelf-congratulation. 
I even wenl: so far as* to express this feeling to 
L^wreoce^ who looked o'dd',^ but said that it vyas 
‘ gratifying.’ 

‘ Gratifying,’ indeed ! ^ ^ 

I now know that I have the^ power to r'^main 
calm under the c^'uellest Mow.' 

l3ut to my wretched story ! ^ ' 

^At that time my papers were kv.pt in two drawers 
in my study. That which contained the type- 
written copy ‘of the mtin’^scrrpt entitled ‘ Biography 
of Lawrence Rivers’ fonticd part of a desk conce 
the property of the date professor’s father. Of this 
the lock was broken. The d'rawer containing my 
own manuscript, however, was*icarefully locked after 
I had worked at the laborious task which I had 
undertaken for the highest of purpo'ses. 

One day aftei breakfast — a delightful m^^rning of 
e^rly summer — having lightdd my pipe, in studious 
mood I went to the drawer 'with the^’ object of 
making certain extracts from the typed copy to 
add to an, anonymous article which I was writing 
for a Nonconformfst review stit>ngly opposed to 
Rive|s’s policy as president of /‘he League. 

The title which I had chosen for my contribution 
was ‘ Causes of the Failifre of the Civic Lvsag^,’ and 
I was much interested in fny \wrk. v . * ^ 

.Suspecting noChing, I sought th'^ carefully edited 
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typed co*py of the finished putf ion of my v/ork# in 
it.% fan!ilidr place/ Xd my astonishmeot I •found 
it gone., » • • ^ • 

*• I r.iing the bell ai/d^questionecj the servant. 

At* first she could Sjrow *110 light *on it, but on 
beiiig •pressed suggested that# TVIfs. Strood might 
havo lent it to Mrs. Rive»iS, who h*ad called yesterday 
after dinner! * • / * * • 

Of this visit I, fgor^innocent, who had# bjscn 
the ^luB, had Ifeard nothing^ ^ 

‘ Wha^ makes’ yoti thiifk Airs. Strood lent it to 
Mrs. liivers ? ’ I asked, struggling|[ against a panic. 

Because t^ie maid kad ^een Mis. Rivers carry 
^Wcv> somethfng wl^ch might have been it I 

Therd was •nothicig for me to do but await thp 
return of my wife, who was stopping in Westbourne 
Gr?)ve. ♦ At last I heard tl jO oiick of her^ key in the* 
door. , Standing in the s^^dy I c/alled to her in 
th^hall. ^ ^ 

‘ Sophia, come herel ' % # • 

‘ What 's thg matter «ow ? ' she asked coolly. 

‘ Sophia, Vhere m^ manuscript ? ’ 

* Oh, that^ tifln^? J lent it^to Mrs. Rivers, who 
w 5 s cjriow^ to sec ft.^ ^ . 

^ Then you a Vieked, ^deceitful, treacherous^ 
w®man I ’ said, by a rush of righteoQs 

indignation. I 

. ‘ How dare you ? ^ she retorted, qui^ unabashed. 

‘Romani' said*, ‘j^ou have secfuced from 

your duty To me, and hpavc compiitted^an act in^^is- 
rtnguishablfe f?om theft! Restore that manuscript 
to me at; jnoe ! ' • . • 

► ‘TlVs tejo late I \l^sqld ii.tb Charis* Rivers for twp 
hundred pounds — fnuclj mdre thcyi you were likely. 



330 MR. JOHN STROC/I) 

• • • • 

ev«r t©'be paid She*and I talked it over, 

and* oeme Jto the conclusion* It \^asn’t sa\'e in y(v\ir 
hands. I 4iopet.she won’t sHow* it to her hj^sband, 
but she said it didy’t much master whether be sar/ 
it oV not, becatase nothing.^ you couki writo now 
would greatly asfonish him.’ * * 

Then she ‘ swept from the roonij’^as the novelists 
sa^j and* in* my rage^ Hfollowed her to the drawing- 
rgom, .piifsuing her up the sfair^ Vithi reproaches. 

‘They say,you^^ .Hied, your last hdsband,’"! Oxied, 
in a burst of candic^ wratfi, ‘ but^ I ’An damned if you 
shall bully me ! I shall bring an action against 
that woman. I ’ll raise-’ a scatidal that will make 
her hair st^nd on end ! ’ ^ ^ » 

^ To what excesses of speech swtft anger may hurry 
the mildest*of us ! Tte respect whicb I hold for my 
wife forbidf* me from' r(|peating here her still more 
unbridled rcpl/. Whilsc, however, the disput^e was 
at its heigl^t, and the drawing-room full oT'iiur 
clamours, the door opQied and*the servant announced 
‘‘ Mrs. Rivers ! ^ ^ 

‘Tell her what you’ve just b£:en saying to me 1 ’ 
cried the enraged Sophia, pointhig to our visitor. 
‘ Tell her, if ygu dare ! ’ ' * * 

, At this I turned to ll!har\^ Rivers j.nd said : , 

‘ Madam ! return my manuscript ! ’ ’ * ♦ 

‘Too late!’ sheireplied. ‘I showed it to Law-^ 
rence. \Ve biK-ned it this morning. ^ He told me to 
tell you that, f(5r ‘your own |akb, it was the best he 
coyild do for^^you I ,You coi^ldn’t, fie said, publish it 
during his lifetime. . If you su4'viveci hiui (whicb, 
Mr. Str^od, I pray hcaWn you may not !), ay^ printed 
ij, you would ruin hi^.r<?putatio|^' for ev^r. »Vom 
.awf^ul book, Mr. ^Stroo^J, h/i sa^^d, bears the same 
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relatioy to truth tha? the Cir^nc History h/ R^nie 
d^es to \\\^^Life 0 / ^Ccesars. He ^slvod me, how* 
pver, nM to be anary with you. Th*e poor old 
felIo\5,” he siid, “c^’t help »it ! ^ The fact is, 
Ls^^wrence ha^ been oxpecling^ s(?m(!thing of the 
sort!’* , * 

‘ There ! now 

my wife. . * . . , 

But, ^ with e^es averred from my wife, It bent my^ 
frown on Mrs. Rivers. . ^ • 

‘ Madsim ! ' I repeated, ‘ resi Ofe my manuscript ! ' 

^ D6n’t be silly, Mr. Strood ! ' 5he replied. ‘ We Ve 
bought it. %S you "i^isfi tO‘*talk the‘fnatter over^w^th 
Lawreijce, go rouifd and see him. He^'s quite in- 
terested in J^ou ! ' He says you are one of those 
cljaractcrs which deterioraU? with notoriety. As a 
clerk In a* public office, he'says, you* would have 
discharged useful ifi mecnanical duties, but as the 
stellite of a public man you ^re dangerous. He 
regrets that he was.the mearJs of changing you from 
the first tq the la.^. ?Ie can’t, however, be expected 
to let you^write rubbish about him and publish it as 
bi(jgraphy,*altlibiigh I belie|'c t^e thihg is common 
enoifgh/* * , . .* * 

But anger s^iil burnccl witfiin me. , * 

* Madam!' I s^d for the third time, ‘J will "not 
quarrel with you, nor will I blifme you for seducing 
my wife frorrv her^dujy, nof furthei^ for, ^lining the 
fcfce of my friend ajiainst me 6y*the means which 
you have l,carned oWy too M^ell hjow to employ I 
But I will consiht my solicitor, and in due course 
yio^ir Ifipb&nd sjjall hear from ftie. J have the honour 
c/ wishing you goodwill otfyng ! ' * 

. \yith that I sffod^ifrom th^ noorfi, leaving the two 


,/ou ’ve V^t^t^e truth, John ! ’ 


said 
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womeA bn what the}»^ doubtless regarded as t^e field 
of victory. ' - ^ 

But why should I relate th^^^ painful close^ of a 
friendship which (when there^ was only one woman 
in the case) had been honourable alike to Rivers 
and myself? Suffice it to say it did^not survive the 
vengeance I inflicted jb.r wVat I may call the rape of 
my. manuscript. ' ^ 

'When^ left the house that fatal r/;iorning I had 
intended never retui»n. Boucher, my lawyer, 
how^ever, suggested other counsels. 

‘You've a manuscript copy of the thing, haven’t 
ycjii ?’ he asked.' 

‘Yes,’ I replied. '* ^ 

Then from the literary point of view you ’re as 
well off as cvpr, since tire other’s destroyed ! ’ 

* This I w?.s compelled^ to admit, although it was 
not necessarily a fact which wc neqd tell the othpr 
side. 

Boucher naturally took a purely business view 
of the outrage, and finally, arter ,some* controversy, 
I allowed myself to be per*.uaded. l^ivers was 
threatened witli Jercal proceedings ; Rivers’s law^yers 
I my own nai'ne,<al.?s ! was still on their b*a"'s-plate) 
suggested arbitration. My ow^n/ather vvas appointed 
arbitrator^ Finally I was awarded an extra fifty 
pounds ! And here this part of the business ended. 

I hurry ow^»‘ it Quickly, because my mind refuses to 
dwell on such loathsome detai’'^. f. ^ 

A? a furthexr resuk of the intervention of my 
father and stepmother \vas reconciled with my^ 
wife, aud^ returned tO the roof whp-ch, in tjte ^:t 
heaA of my Just indignat^ii, I -had, abandoned as I 
thought for ever. Sophia'*is excellent woman if 
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a misguided, a'ld all of studibfts and 

pl)ilosophic habit* nifed the comforfs p( a refined 
hjome, «ancf the solace which som« mbre or less 
fcindij^d spirit •of the c^her sex (>lone can bestow. 

naturS^ howev^.%^ is *not^ otfe ^hich can lie 
down under a sense of wrong. In this instance it 
tool^ a subtle vengeance.*, ^ ^ 

The Inanuscript'^which my enemies in their h^ste 
had overlooked, wafi st?ll mine. Howcoukd.it best^ 
be utilised? I gon^ultcd t]fe sC of justice hidden 
in my c^wn heart. ^ Converl i^ into a novel 1 ’ was 
the ai^swer of thc'ft^sccretTribunal. 

I took t }>2 manu/crlpt (‘this mar«script), and by 
chai?gipg names, ^flaces, and professions, produced 
the present w*ork, ^hich by a readjustment of details 
in^no way detracting from* its accuracy gives the 
lives v5f two men (myself and anotlv^r), each ®f 
\\^ofn l^as made a distinct mark on his time. Of 
mf/ readers at least fifty per cent, wijl understand ; 
the remainder, I do4ii)t not, \Vill J^hre^^dly guess. 

^Yes, this* is my Vevenge ! Under the aliases 
which I ha-re chosen for them, Lawrence Rivers 
a^nd Jiis wife* Dic\na' Leighto^ ai^ my step-mother, 
and • ev^^^^ Sophia ^will have aji ^.opportunity of 
•judging their» twn conduct’ in the clear light ol* 
day. Of all thes*e it may be said, vmtajio noinine 
de te fahila narratur ! ' ^ 

A stroke oLaudacity, no i^loubt, aiid orje, admitting 
o? no reprisals. ^ ^ 

Yes, this is my revdnge ! 
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THE P.RDEAL OV RICHARD THE AMAZING MARR*/iOE 
" FEVEnEL . , DIANA OF THE CROSSWAYS 

BEAUCHAMP’S cfAREER THE ADVENTURES OF 

SANI^RA BELLONl ^ ^ HARRY RICHMOND 

VITl^ORIA ' RHODA FLEiri^NO , 

EVAN HARRINGTON THE SHAVING OF SHAGPAT 

THl^lfGOMT I "" THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS 

. ONjS^OF our CONQUERORS SHORT SFOPIES 
LORD ORMONT AND HIS | PuEEW,— 2 Vols. 

AMINTA f ‘ * • • , 

” ’ l'Ibrary edition. 

Complete iu ciown 8vo voIuhks with a Photogravure 

Frontispiece* to each. * (Novels in fifteen voli?me5*as above, “An 
Essay on^ Comedy,” in qwe volume vritliout FrontispieGe. 

Poems,” complei^^n two T*olumesJ* each sold separately./ » Q16th^ 
^gilt. Price 6r. each. ^ ^ 

POCKET EDITION, 

In seventeert vofumes, Printedon thin gpaquc^'p^'aper, specially 
mailufactilr^d for this edition, bougd in red efoth, gilt lettered 
^ on back and side, gilt top, 2^. 6d, net per \olup>e, or p. 6d\nQt in 
^11 leather, f er^'TolunJe. 

P ^ m « ^ 

^ ** lJo-clay,»by the gcnmil consent of the English-speaking world, or of that 
^ par!|ot it at %ny rate which foivT^naT iCs-^f at all with the humancr letters, be 
» accepted a$ our/oremosttffitng ^veltst. . . . ^ Mr.*'Meredith, like Volt-j;rc, 

' ha^keeti crowned with the laurdl m hit owif life- time.” — The Daily Cbramcls, 



By. MISS lyfARY JOHNSTO^T 

By GMer of the Company 

' - [I'lth Editi07i. 

‘‘‘By order of the Company* has more *^han fulfiPed tVe 
promise of ‘ The OM Dominion* ... a taJe of ingenious 
exciting adventure, -at once catching the attention, and 
holding it from first tc last.” — The Globe. 


The .Old Dorn inion 

“ Since Thackera_y wrote ‘ The Virginians* there has not 
been produced a more charming picture of life in Virginia 
in the old colonial days than is presented in Mary Johnston’s 
ronr-’n.-e ‘ The Oiu Dominion.’ ’ - — '^he Dalij MaiL 

y 

Audrey 

With Coloured Illustrations. [ 4 ^^ Edition, 

“ A worthy successor to the two oth ;r brilliant noyels 
she has already given ^s. The whole story is a beautiful 
and poetic concep'-ion, touched with lights and shadows of 
a quiet dry humour and restrained eOiC .ional intensity . . . 
A pow^erful rememberable piece oi wor’ for w'hich one has 
nothing but admiration ai d praise.’ — '’ih'e Bookman, ^ • 


Sir Mortimer 


\^rd Edition., 


With a Frontispiece in Colours and 8 othe»* 
'liiustrrtions by F. C. Yohn. 

“‘Sir Mortimer* will add to tie debt owed to her by 
all who have read her books . , . In die conception of the 
plot and itr development, .tnd in the creation of attractive 
characters, Miss Johnston’s^ability is oi a very high ord^^ 
indeed .” — The Literary TVorld, f 

Uniform cloth gilt hinJingy 6s, each. I ^ 



By'GEORTllE GISSING. 

The ‘.Private. Papers ^ of Henry 

^Ryfecrbft * 6^- ’ ^ \6th Edition. 

“ Gis^jng has never wiytten more ^emark- 

alHe. f , . In* many wa}^ it is ijis* best work . . . strikes 
us a tour de fovce^ — Th^ Times. * 

“The sustained excellente oi the writing. ii; this volume 
will surprise even Ais ad^rjrs^ The pages that d:;scribe 
nantural beautji^ of scenes or of season are tAb finesti th*vt 
have been written Jately. ^ TJ|^ volume is a great 
treat. It is the revelation of a dLeep>y interesting persorw 
ality, fund it is e;(yfa3sed irl'.die p o^e of admirable strength 


^ [\th Edition. 

Mr. -51. Q. Wells says in the sphere : “ Gissing’s maturest, 
lates^ and most delibftt conceived book . . . thtf 

bp^k that lay ^lefrest his heart during the last years of his 
life.” J , 

Mr. W. L.^Courtne^, in the Daily telegraph : “A work 
for which iie^vyas e?ninently litted by his tastes and pre- 
dilections Vfr^'^lda 'is an liistorical ronjance such as we 
mrel^’' see^n our mpdern times.’* ^ ^ 

Dr. WixTliam Barr’«' in^he Bpokmun i “ Fine workmanship 
. . .^lt b'Jfongs emphatically to literature, and ^t 

not fail to givue pleasure.” ^ 

Mr, Frederic HARRisoi^says : “I judge it to be far*the 
most important book which Qeorge Gissing^^ver produced. 
. • . . * . *[ thmk theje pages^coutaih hh best and most 

original work.” 

,WiH* Warburtop 

A ?lomj\nce^of Rjeal 'Life 



and beauty.~Dji7y ^jnonicU. 

Veranilda ' d/-, 



BY ROBERT AMBERS 


Cardigah* ^ g. [Consiuhlr^s llalj -Crown Library, 

f ^ * ' Small Crown 8vo, is. 3d^ net. . € 

** Unquestionably a stirring tale, palpitrJn^ nevei* faLering iji 
interest, and written in a style at once 'VigorcCis, culturc>| and 
pictures(!jfue .” — Pall 'MrU Gaze^U. v 

“ One of the most spi<rit*ed and interesting historical novels 
have read for a long timer” — Spectator. ‘ ^ 

“ With all its dash and exnteme"'t, there i« no slovenly work- 
manship in this story. ‘ Cardigan ’ h a fine and inspiring story 
fittingly told.” — Athenceum. \ 

The Maid at' Arms [ind Edition. 

“ A good title that covers an even better book. Mr. Chembers 
gives a fine picture oCthat moment of -hesitation when the future 
of the United States trembled on a razor’s edge. . . . We ^alute 
Dorothy as one of the sweetest heroines tha^ fiction has ptesented 
for some little time.” — The Daily Chronicle. 

“ As fine a romrhice as any one has a right to wi<=h for . . . ■^ot 
merely a book to order from the circulating library, buc to buy 
knd read many times over.” — The"C\, -h Tir'es. 

' * • 

Maids of Parad’se' 6j- [yd Edition. 

“ Is a fine martial story of the Franco-]^russiaii 'Var, with a 
dash of romance in it. Besides being a ^cod no'^eii - h. Chambers’ 
book is rich in descriptive passages that ere s vVvhd and graphic 
as anything that f'as I een wriitcn cf that dasVistrous w’H: ” — ^^orS-- 
shir: Post. 

fn Search of the Unknown ‘6j- 

“ Below the surface it is an excellent satire on pseudo-scientific 
romance. On’tKe sur^Uc^ it is a delightful string of the myst 
marvell^ius adventures. . . . The book^is saturated with fun, and 
heaped ^up and running over with adventure and i,nformation. 
— Scotsman, ^ 

A Young Man in a Hu^ry 6/- 

• • o [In the pi}ess^p' 



•’ BY7t)'HN. FOX 

Crittenden.'*. 6/- 

^CrktciK^i^’ ^ill be found Worth reading, 
both as a stcry and as history. ... It is written in 
an^sy, vigorous style, and the interest never flags.’^ 
—Ataiemy\ * * * "" 

The Little Shepherd of 

Kingdehl Corn^.* 6/ ” [4;^ Edition. 

• Illustrated by F. t;. ^ HN. ^ 

“^s pleasafff ^n idyir'as ycu^will find in Bret Harte. 
Frankly \jjc have found a dull -page in the#book. 
Wc^( 4 o^bt*if a love scene so pretty -as that where 
Chad maken his’’ declaration to iVlargaret has 'been 
v^itten for years. . Jack the sheefp-dog is unfor- 
gettable.’’ — Mormng^Post, • 

^ 4 Fpie StOTj of Arfy and a Dog . — ‘‘ Has a charfli 
add tenderness an^l vein ^of* poetry not often en- 
countered ;^a rare piece ot wtrk, Such as could only 
have be^ •written t)y a man who knows and love^ 
animals. Post, 


^ Bound^^ t^yCh the he^art .tf the honest reader, 
anjcl*a same time.fo appeaJ Jo a ’discriminating 
taste in jette??.” — Jq-Day: ^ .v ’ ^ - 

Christfhas E\‘« or! Lonesome ' 


jfith Colqurod Illustrations, Cior^in Sz/^,^ 3 /. 6d. net, 
' In^his nenv bocl^ Mr. Fox fully comes up to the 
standard he set jin the earlier one. Comprehension 
of human nature, povfer^in the delineation of its 
w^s and mooSs, sympathy for ail its weakness^ and 
limitations — alL llfese ’arc displayed here ,” — The 



NEW 6/- NOVELS 


'i 

JoHh' Fletcher’s Madonna 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr, Author of"“ Cottage Fcflk,”* etc. , 

“ Mrs ^Comyns Carr has very cleverly worked out an originaXidea, 
:ontriving her picture ih a perrect mosaic of picturesque det'^il. 

. . The Baron strongfy recommends it to those capable' of en- 
ioying a good novel when they ger>it.” — Punih. 

“ Mrs. Comyris Carr may t^e ’said *to have severed a success with 
:his dehghtful story .” — Daily T el'g) 'ph. - 
•» ^ Tv ^ 


The Wedding of the Lady of 

Lovell Ofher Matches of Tobiah’s 

' « 5 ’ Makin^_^ 

By Una L. Silberrad, Author of “ Petro^j^illa Herrven,” “ The 
Success of Mark Wyngate,” e^c. '* 


“ It may be safeiv said that /few ta\es of recent years have l^en 
mofe excellently fold. There is a quiet humorous force about 
the style, a mature originality whicA'ls together admirable.” — 
Morning Leader, » v ' T 


The Stepping Stone. * . 

By Helen Hestsr Colvill, Author of^“ V^lls^ and Fates,” 
“ Mr. Bryant’s JVIis^ake,” e^c. ^ ^ ^ - 

V It is a book which pieases .and de.tairts the reader th'iougKout, 
hotR ^or che thought put into it, and its simple, but effective, 
writing.” — Tkj Times. 


A Rou^h R-efoTm^r 

By Earnest GlaiIville, Author of The^ Kloo^ Bride,” etc. 

T5rn Uhl ' * By GusiAv Frenscen. 

Iranslated from jhc German. Over :^o,ooo have already 
beta sold of this remarkable' novid. 



POPULAR" 6/- ‘NOVELS 


Brok& of- CoVenckn , {v2 

Mr. ^naith ha^n*,^ntiftn, energy, and i^eai of his own . ! . 
Ife has^given us a%deligLxful heroine, a wholly original hero, and a 
great ^cal of entertainment, for which cJffer him ou’’> hearty 
thifcks.’i — Spectator. » * ^ 

“ . . . We hav^ to welcv^me in'‘^roke of Covenden ’ tlie 
freshest and most ojiginal pie'Je of^ comedy.”— Reviezv. 

* * ^ T * 

Aa^sunrfJ' and^ttvacilvo as “ Marta^" * 

TTie^ BandolerQ.' ^ '^By Paul Gwynne. 

“ In# The Bandtfler# ’ he i?!:».t4ttai '»evi to mastery of his material, 
and the book is as strongjir^ char^acterisation and as stirring in ad- 
venture as it fi aignific^^ of the land which it*portrays.”-^-Oi<'//<?<?^. 

• ** Really a grreat book,** • 


Paths o'f Judgment 

•“^This 36 not simy'ly a ''good story, nor yet alone a clever piece of* 
clfaracter analysis,*' but ajso a remarkably firie novel. . . . The 
four principals . . . zidi real living cjiaracters drawn minutely 
and well pla^cc^ before thqireader with a vivMness and snrenes^ of 
touch whicfj^^j^^y’rare outside the work of masters of fiction.” 
— Jthettc^'UTT?. ■* 

. finally aVJp^t'^ook. Th^ stef^ js cleverly developed. 
The., char#cfers are trae,and ^Tcar.” — Dsil^^News, 

• "*«**• * 

• A novel TjihicJ is boAng widely anpreciated both hore^n^d in ’ 
/ America,^ .• 

The Divine Firp ^ y b., jviAy s-nctImr’ 

“Judged ‘by alftiost ^\|ry staniard to which a comedy like 
this sh(juld ,be ,referr^d, I find her bdbk the nfost remarkable thaj» 
I have read for many^years.^-^Mr^. Owen Seaman in Punch, 

> V‘TW Divine Tire’ belongs to ^ hig^ order hi fiction. It 
the* imprint not only^ o/ ^invagination and keenness of judg- 
^int. but also for -g*, noble ideal; the dial<jgue is always n^fttiial 
iiS the style flowing ancX^uItfj^atei.”^5/rfW«ari/, \ 



‘POPULAR 6/- NOVELS 

‘ ' • 

In tKe Blshop’^s C'arriage * 

^ By Miriam MicHELbON. 

V, • 

“ Everyone Is reaJipg or wanting to read ‘ In the JBishtp’s 
Carriage.’” — Acade7ny ard Literati rr. 


By tho well-known Ca a<? Ian autLor. 

The Prisoner of Mademoiselle 

B/ Charles D. G. Roberts. 

“A charmingly told tale gaining much of its attraction from 
the natural and telling style the writer .” — Daily News. 

. . . “ It possesses a peculiar attraction which we recognh^ in 
almost all works of fictioh which come to us from C.,nada; an 
atmosphere of refinement and a ccatniA loftigess characterise their 
romance. ... It has gleams of humour in iu high roinancef» Jnd 
is told with a ccrt .in elegance characteristic of its origin.” — Lhe 
World. 


** Vastly amusin';.’* 

-Archers of the LLohg. Bow 

r By Arfiiu.^ Moore. 

“ It is vastry^^amuslrg, and we cpuld do with many more ex- 
orbitant stories of the samf' kind. .*>. *, A capital st/?r/ in Itself 
. . ! constructed ^ith gre'at ingenuity. . . . Will amuse even a 
confirmed pessimist who dcsoairs of medern light fiction.”-^ 
Morning Post. ^ ^ ^ 

“ f . . The narrative is brfslc, ^ the incidents are Ingerriously 
contrived, and the characterisation neat agd consistent.” — Streta- 



POPULAR 6/- NOVELS* 


A ^ Japanese, ^ igltcingale \^AXANNA. 

' “This .is 3p cnl!5felj* dftirming rom^nce^. f r the exquisife 
s«V-sacrjficc of Jaj|»ancse Avomen is given here with very delicate 
and tr^e feeling. . . . The atmosphere and' colouring 9f the 
bookl are* very beautiful. The.pidgin Ei^glijh is the most delight- 
ful dialect we have ever 

“ This b^ok is a fnisheJ wojk of art.” — Daily News, 


The Incpm'paR'ibk Bellairs . 

By* Aonfs and pcrRjfON Aurho/^ of “The Star 

Dreamer,” ^etc. Illustrated b^ Trfd pECRA^’a. , 

“ The^merit of tlr^ be. )k Tk^s irrinl) irl its esprit, its gaiety, and 
its sense of colour and iowias\ce.'*^—Athen<e’urn. 

The •Deliverance By Ellen Glasgow, 

Author of “ The .Battleground,” “ nflie Voi( e of jhe People,” etc. 
Witli^^llustrations in colour b>4FRANtf SynooNo^rR. \j^rd Edition. 

“ The story has many finely dramatic sKustions, and is written 
pict^ije^queiy, and whth ^in intimate knowledge of the country 

and*thc life it portrays. ^ 

/> 

DorOtIje.cr: ^ S.tory of tfie Pure in Hearf 

By MAARiVV?viA.^'tTn\’s,«Author of “My Poor Relations.” 


j * * * ^ • ^ [znd Edition. 

‘^It 11 a ri^^', strong,*aiiJ mas«ferly 6ook, a distinct and genuine 

addition to'* English.. fictioh.”-*^^^f^>* Chronicle. 

• 

The Int^erialisjt^ E^Tco^E^r*'' 

. Author of y Those Delightful Americans,” etc. 

“ 'J he book i§ very w'cfl wriuen, and fi^:l (Sf earaest conviction.” 
r-The Gloh^. * » 


Belchambe^r* By howaed stx«ci», 

• ** tfiat was Possible.” 

** As finely cohstru^^d it is admirably written . . . fut of 
Wnc^^jedge and observation (\J life.P — fitlof, \ 

9 



THE INGERSOLL LECTURES 


The Gopception of ImnaortaTity 

By JosiAH, Royce, Professor of Pliiloscjphv a 
Harvard University., i6mo. 2s, 6d . • 

‘‘ His lecture is stimula ing and helpfi^l. . * . we 
have no hesitation in comi lending it to the*thought- 
fu^ readai.’’ — Westminster ^\ar>ette. ^ 

4r ^ • • 

Science and Inirhortaiity • 

By WiLiMAM OsLER, M.D., F.R.S., Regitts Pro- 
fessor of Medicine at Oxford University. 2r. 6^.' 

Thoughtful and uugge^tive.’’ — Lancet. 


Human Immortalitv 

j 

Two Supposed Objections to the Doctrine, by 
William J^^mes, Professor oi Philo'^^pJiy at Harvard 
University^ 6d. • « 

One of the most ^uggestiye ar I original writers, 
and as ^certainly the most brillia ^t psychol(?gi^t 
living.’’ — Spectator. 


X Uniform with ^he above ^ 

1 t> ~ 

The Sayings of Muhainmed ; 

Arranged b/ ^HRAWAiiiV. i6mo. . zsjrfid,. 

'f lO 



THOMPSON ^TbN’6 BOOKS 

% 

vionafrch, The^ Big Bear , 

B)^ EpyEST^Tp^OMPSiON Seton. Witli many draw- 
^Jgs by"' tlie Author in half-tone and line. 5/. net. 

Sopie (nature^studentsl are drily scientific, some 
« ire dull and prosy-^ some ktc sentimental, 5\ome are 
ensational, and a ^iew ,are altogether admirable. 
Vlr. Thojmpson !Seton,* r^s an^anist and raconteur, 
•anks by far the iiigh«!st ia 'tnis, fiel J.’- — Mr. John 
Burroughs, in the Atlantic Moriily* 

A mbre charming and pathetic animal story was 
never written*, f^ven ^ tnat sympathetic student of 
yiild life,^'*rhompson^Seton .’’ — Daily Express. 

9 

^ A •* 

(. C , 

Two Little^ Savages 

Being the adventuixs of Two Poys'\^ho Lived as 
[ndians and ,wkat Learned. With over 300 

Irawings. tl^i^ttvin a^d Illustrated by Ernest 
^ rHC«VIP«ON^J)ETON'. ! Post 8vO, ^lotll, §S. Jl^t. 

/? £■ ^ • iP j « J 

From the dcrlght ana envy which this book hai? 
awakened in'^us^Ve can imagine the unalloy^^d plea- 
,ure with whidu it will be tleVoured by all boys clever 
efioug*h to understand it and fortunate enough to live 
where eirjkijation of the^ings^of Yan and Sam and 
bappy is within the horizon of possibility. . . . Mt. 
Seron’s name is sufficient guarantee for the style, in 
which we^i^ih’Sile thl^ aromatic fres»hnes^ and pungency 
of tht*greSit forest lihrarywlfbre he has studied.”^- 
'Glha^oztf Herald. ^ ^ ^ ^ \ 



THE MAUDE VERbiONS OF TOLSTO^ 

^ Better translators, both for knowledge of t 
two languages arid for penetration into the tc 
meaning of t|}.e matter translaVec?, could not be 
vented.’’ — Leo Tolstoy. .i 

Resurrection 

a 

With 33 Illustrations Pasternak. Crown 8v^* 
clcth gilt, 4J. 6d. net. ‘ Popuj.ar Edition, cloth 
2S. 6(1, riet. Paper, 6d, ^ [Over '}CjO,ooo copies sola 

This is g( nius at its high-water mark. Th 
reader absorbed in the stor/ ,will scarcely b( 
conscious that he is absorbing a religion and 2 
philosophy .’' — New York 

) ^ 

Sevastopol, and other Stories 

With Portrait and Map. Cloth, 2s, 6d, net 
paper, 6d, 


PI Witii Illustrations, r'rown 8vo, 

1 lays cloth gilt, 2s \6d. hot. 

Nobody who cares for real c^ra^ia’can afford t 
let this voluirc^go unread.” — ^ne Academy, . 
These three volumes ere u,Tjor,n iixih Coa’^iiihL's^Ual^’ 
Crown ^uies. i > 


vv nar is /^rt r net. 

Whoev^er is really coirvrsant with x\rt, reco^ 
nLes in it the yoke of the master.” — G. Bernak 
Shaw in The Daily Chronicle, 

I liave no/er come across anything so 'good in P 
^vay as Mr. Maude’l' /ersior of Tolstoy.”-<jA. J 
^ Walkley in Iht S^ar, ' 



CONSTM^BLE'S 2/6 .SERIES' 

o ^ 

j\ riew.seijLes of popular copyrl^ifit Novels.*^ Bound 
-olothjtgilt-lctt^fcd t%ick aM :>idc,,uith dt^si^n. 
laall^rown 8vo.| zs. 6d. net. , I 

jard.i^an ' ’ * . 

j ByHogERT Chambers, Authsr pf “ The Maids 
f Paradise,” “ Ashes of EAipire,” etc. 

■>“A fine 'and incpiring' 'storyi^ fittingly 'told.” — 
ithenieum. i , * 

[)rax:ula " t '' ' . \ * 

By BraKi Stoker, Au^fior ofj^^TIie Jewel of 
leven St&rs,” etc. ' ^ 

The very ‘vveirde^ijift of weird —Punch ^ * 

rhe Death of the Gods 

By J^/Ierejkowski. A new ^Idition oj? the novel 
)y this faiAous' Russian writer. * v ^ 

‘‘ yeie, in the ^enAusiasm of reading, we are 
cad/ to admit another*to the^sdcct ci^^cle of great 
istorical novelSj.::?nd tlfey are few. ”'*—£> /y7y Chronicle » 

?^ark Lane 

By, Percy .A New F^ditiwh.of Mr. Percy 

VhiteV fnesh successfulmoyel sii^ce “ The West End,” 
‘^JVitty, smart, mqdcrVi, up-to-date.”— S/< 2 r. * i, 

^ Two New' Additions of Exceptional Interest* 

lesurrec.tion . . ' . . 

'.By a. Tolstcvy. V dth Iirtroduction and Ap- 
en^ix. 33 illustrations by PasternAk, 

other ‘'Mil’iji'y’ Tales, hy^ I.j:o Tolsto'T 
V4ti5 Portrait of Tolstoy^'anq MSpf ^ ^ , 



CONSTABLE’S STaNDAPD SERIES 

. ^ > 

A ,re-issuti,.vin handsome clpth gilt binding, of 
Popular Works of Travel, Hister^, and Eiograph/. 
Price y. 6d, net e^ach. ‘ , 

.1 

‘ , f 

* 

The, -Fight v/ith* France for 
North America . 

Bv A. G. ^ Bradley, Author of ‘‘ Wolfe, etc 
Demy 8vCi. Illustrated. ^ id 

A trustworthy and effective narrativ^^. . . 
Braddock ufid}Vo\fe, Amherst and Washkigton, th 
excellent Montcalm and the vaii incapable Vaud 
reuil are admirably drawn. , Mr.’ Bradley writes 
enthusiastic and almost as^ eloauent English a 
Macaulay.” — Spectator, 

I , * 

* > ’ 'e 

Bartholo'niev.^ S>3tro^/ 

The Memoirs of a German Burgomaster. Tram-" 

lated by^i^LBERT jVani^am Author of An English 

man in Paris,” wjth an Lltrbductioh u)e^HERBEr 

Fisher, M.A. Exm Crown 8yo. llllistrated.* 

' ^ ^ * .C 

“ One of the most viv^d presentations, of A^e Hf' 

;of a past age, that, we have ^yer rxbad.” — Guaj-diai y " 



Alps from End to End 

'’,By SjiR’ William Marti'i Conway.’ a 

Chapter oh the Wes’^rn and Central Alps by* th^ 
Rev. W.*A. B. Coolidge, and Illustr..tibns by A. D. 
ATcCokmick. Extra Crown 8vo. , 

“There’s perhaps not^ another living Alpinist — 
unless we except Mr. Cc olidge, who contributes a 
valuable precis of the tOj^ography — who could have 
combined the requisite knowledge with physical 
capapty for the task.”— Standard. 

The Waterloo Campaign, 1815 

By WiLiJ\M SiBORNE. Illustrated. 

“ There ''an be no doubt that the narrative is a 
classic in its way.” — Globe. 

f * ^ ‘ ^ ^ 

Rupert,' Pr/nce Palatme 

i» * * 

By Eva Scoiur. With a Frontispiece. 

“^Miss Scott has not only made herself familiar 
with Rupert, and his surroundings, but is possessed 
of — what is seldom to be found — a rare talent for 
biographic'^I presentment.” — h^r. b. R. CARDi>j£R in 
The Engl Is r) fiistoricul Ptuietv. 

.The HcjsehoH of the 
‘Lafayettes 

[j By Edith S’^chel With a Frontispiece. 

“ A very vivid and piclarv.sque study of French 
^during the revolutionary period .” — Mornijig 



MRS. PEEL’S BOOKS^ON 

c _ . -HOUSEIIOLD .MANAGEMENl 

Thd Ne^ Home' 

How to Furnish on Small Ircoine«. Wi'th 
Illustrations by Agnes Walker. Crown 8 vo 
3 i. 6d. , ^ 

Ten Shillings a jlead per Weel 
foi House' Books 

» 

A Manuar'*‘fjr the Economical Housekeeper 
Containing a large rumber (‘f New Recipes. Crowr 
8 v^o. 3 /. 6d. 

How to Keep House 

^ Crown* 8 vo. p. 6d, 

The Single-Handed Cook 

More Recipes, Menus, etc. 'Crown 8 v 0 . 3 /. 6d 

Dress-cutting, Drafting and 

Fi'erch Pattern Modelling 

By Miss PRfNCffi Browse. Crown Sv:). 2 ,f. net 

Woman’s ^ingdohi ■ ^ 

By Mrs. Wuloughby VVallac^, illustrated b 
Mrs. Herbert Davis. Cfown.Svol p. 6d. 

Suggestions as tc furii'lm‘ng^> decor^*ing an 
ecdrfomically managing the home -for people i 
limited«neans._^ ^ 

'• A. CON^^^^.cd., jh©., , 






